3  3433  07998046  6 


H- 


*MRS.C.H.K^OX  * 
'^-   MRS  -S.  V.  V,  HUNTINGTON 
15  JUNi:  1910 


"  Don't  yoi)  love  and  think  a  great  deal  about  your  Papa,  when  he 
away?  asked  her  mother." 


Little  Crowns. 


p.  -'5. 


FRONTISPIECE. 


WWt  tfr0ton5    ^ 


HOW  TO  WIN  THEM. 


Wi 


REV.  JOSEPH  A.  COLLIER, 

KINGSTON,   N.   Y. 


NEW  YORK: 
ROBERT  CARTER  &    BROTHERS, 

No.  630  BROADWAY. 
1863. 


-T-iiE  NEW  YORK 

PUBLIC  UBRARY 

KBTOn,  LENOX    AND 
riLOtN   FOU'^OATIONS. 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  th.e  year  1862,  by 

ROBERT  CARTER  &  BROTHERS, 

In  the  Clerk's  Office  of  the  Distrivl  Court  of  the  United  States  for 

the  Southern  District  of  New  York. 


EDWARD    0.    JENKINS, 

printer  v*c  Stcrcotspcr, 
No.  20  North  William  Sr. 


CONTENTS. 


CHAPTEE  PAQB 

L  THE  CHILD-KING 9 

11.  THE   SHEPHEED 85 

III.  THE  CROWNED  FLOCK 63 

IV.  THE  STEONG  GUIDE 85 

V.  THE  BEAVE  CONQUEEEES 107 

VL  THE  CHILD-PEOPHET 131 

VIL  THE  TEEASUEE-FINDEES 155 

VIII.  THE  SONG  OF  THE  KINGDOM 177 

IX.  THE  CEOWN  AND  KINGDOM  WON 199 

(iii) 


OTRODUCTION. 

— «s» — 

"  Mamma,"  said  a  little  girl  to  her 
mother,  one  Sabbath,  when  she  had  come 
home  from  ehurch,  "Why  don't  the  min- 
ister sometimes  preach  so  that  little  chil- 
dren like  me  can  understand  him?"  A 
few  moments  afterwards  she  was  seen 
with  her  bonnet  on,  running  out  of  the 
door.  "Where  are  you  going,  my  dear?" 
"  I  am  going  over  to  the  minister's,"  said 
she,  "  to  ask  him  if  he  won't  please  to 
'preach  smallP 

Now,  this  is  just  what  all  the  children 
want,  not  "small  talk,"  but  that  we 
should  "talk  small"  to  them.     And  this 
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is  what  tlie  writer  of  these  short  sermons 
has  tried  to  do  in  the  children's  services 
which  are  held  regularly  in  his  own 
church.  The  thought  that  he  might,  in 
this  book,  preach  them  to  a  still  larger 
congregation,  leads  him  to  print  them. 

May  the  Good  Shepherd  bless  this  ten- 
der food  to  His  own  dear  lambs,  for 
Christ's  sake,  Amen  I 


SIw  aiJiM-iiag. 

**  These  are  the  crowns  that  we  shall  wear, 
"When  all  Thy  saints  are  crowned ; 
These  are  the  palms  that  we  shall  bear 
On  yonder  holy  ground. 

"  Then  welcome  toil,  and  care,  and  pain  1 
And  welcome  sorrow,  too  ! 
All  toil  is  rest,  all  grief  is  gain, 
With  such  a  prize  in  view. 

**  Come,  crown  and  throne !  come,  robe  and  palm  1 
Burst  forth  glad  stream  of  peace ! 
Come,  holy  city  of  the  Lamb ! 
Rise,  Sun  of  Kighteousness  I" 


C?) 


WUt  tfftili-ilngf, 


"Josiah  was  eight   years  old  when   he  began  to  reign."— 
2  Chronicles  xxxiv.  1. 


"  'HAT  boy  has  not  sometimes  wished 


that  he  ^might  become  a  king,  and 
live  in  a  splendid  palace,  all  shining  with 
gold  and  gems  ?  What  girl  has  not  thought 
how  grand  it  would  be  to  sit  on  the  throne 
of  a  queen,  with  her  satin  and  diamonds, 
and  glorious  crown,  which,  like  the  wishing- 
cap  of  the  old  fairy-tale,  would  be  the 
means  of  fulfilling  all  her  desires  ?  Now,  I 
am  going  to  tell  you,  before  I  get  through, 
how  you  may  all  wear  crowns,  if  you  will 
only  take  the  pains  to  win  them. 

But  I  wish  now  to  tell  you  a  true  story 
about  a  child  who  was  king  in  Jerusalem, 
and  who  sat  on  a  golden  throne  and  wore 

(9) 
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a  golden  crown,  wlien  he  was  only  eight 
years  old.  His  name  was  Josiah.  •  His 
father,  Amon,  was  a  very  wicked  man  ;  and 
as  the  Bible  says  that "  the  wicked  shall  not 
live  out  half  his  days,"  so  Amon  was  killed 
when  he  was  but  twenty-four  years  old. 
Then  the  people  put  the  crown  upon  the 
head  of  his  little  son,  and  made  him  their 
king.  He  lived  in  the  beautiful  palace,  and 
had  a  great  many  servants,  horses  and 
chariots,  and  everything  ^Ise  that  this 
world  can  give  to  make  a  child  or  a  man 
happy. 

But  the  best  of  all  was  this  :  he  had  two 
croivns.  The  people  gave  him  one,  and 
God  gave  him  the  other.  The  one  was 
bright  and  dazzling  as  it  rested  upon  his 
little  head ;  the  other,  more  grand  and 
glorious,  he  wore  upon  his  heart.  The  one 
was  seen  and  admired  by  men  :  the  other, 
unseen  by  men,  was  yet  more  beautiful  to 
the  eyes  of  God  and  the  holy  angels.   What 
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was  this  other  crown?  It  was  piety — good- 
ness of  heart,  love  to  God  and  to  man. 
AYithout  this,  all  the  crowns  and  kingdoms 
in  the  world  could  not  have  made  him 
happy.  With  this,  he  would  have  been 
every  inch  a  king,  even  though  he  had 
walked  the  streets  of  Jerusalem  in  the  rags 
of  a  beggar. 

How  did  he  get  this  other  and  better 
crown?  One  would  suppose  that  the  son 
of  wicked  Amon  would  not  have  been  a 
very  good  boy ;  for  bad  fathers  are  apt  to 
have  worse  children.  But  Josiah  had  a 
pious  grandfather,  whose  name  was  Manas- 
seh,  who  had  died  only  two  years  before. 
No  doubt  he  had  often  taken  the  dear  child 
upon  his  knee,  and  told  him  about  good 
king  David,  and  about  God  and  heaven.  It 
is  a  sad  thing  to  have  a  wicked  parent ;  but 
it  is  a  blessed  thing  to  have  a  grandfather 
or  grandmother  who  loves  the  Saviour,  and 
tries  to  lead  little  feet  to  thrones  and  crowns 
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in  grory.  Josiali  did  not  forget  the  sweet 
lessons  lie  liad  been  taught,  but  "  while  he 
was  yet  young,"  as  the  Bible  tells  us,  "  he 
began  to  seek  after  the  God  of  David,  his 
father."  He  sought  Him  "ea>%,"  and  he 
sought  Him  earnestly,  and  we  know — for 
^  God  has  said  so — that  they  who  seek  Him 
early  shall  find  Him.  So  the  little  king 
found  God,  and  when  he  found  Him,  he 
found  his  brightest  crown.  For  we  read 
that  "  he  did  that  which  was  right  in  the 
sight  of  the  Lord :"  that,  like  a  good  mis- 
sionary, he  broke  down  the  altars  and 
images  of  the  heathen  idols,  which  the 
people  worshipped ;  that  he  had  God's 
beautiful  house,  which  was  fast  going  to 
ruin,  put  in  good  order ;  and  that  he  had  the 
people  taught  out  of  the. Bible,  and  did  all 
that  he  could  by  his  prayers,  his  tears,  and 
his  labors,  to  make  every  one  around  him 
love  and  serve  the  true  God. 

What  a  noble  life  a  man  can  lead  who 
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begins  to  seek  after  God  when  he  is  a 
child !  But  at  last,  like  all  other  kings, 
Josiah  died.  He  could  no  longer  wear  the 
earthly  crown.  But  his  other  crown  grew 
brighter  and  brighter,  and  he  has  been 
wearing  it  ever  since  in  heaven,  and  he  will 
always  wear  it,  for  it  has  become  "  a  crown 
of  glory  that  fadeth  not  away." 

I  have  said  that  there  is  a  way  by  which 
all  children  may  become  kings,  and  wear 
crowns.  What  kind  of  crowns  ?  Are  they 
made  of  gold  and  jewels  ?  No  ;  but  of 
something  that  is  more  precious  than  gold, 
and  more  beautiful  than  gems  and  diamonds. 
And  are  they  just  the  size  for  little  heads, 
and  may  any  one  wear  them  that  pleases  ? 
Yes,  they  are  of  all  sizes  —  even  for  the 
smallest ;  and  here  let  me  whisper  a  secret 
in  your  ear — the  stnaUest  crowns  are  always 
the  best.  That  is,  the  sooner  you  win  and 
wear  one,  the  brighter  it  is  sure  to  be. 
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I.  One  of  these  crowns  is  Self- Govern- 
ment. Oh,  how  bright  and  beautiful  it  is 
upon  the  head  of  a  child,  or  youth !  It  needs 
no  gaudy  glitter  of  jewelry,  for  it  has  the 
"  ornament  of  a  meek  and  quiet  spirit,  which 
in  the  sight  of  God,  is  of  great  price."  It 
is  nobler  to  wear  this  than  to  be  king  over 
many  cities  and  empires ;  for  the  wisest 
king  who  ever  lived  has  said,  ''  He  that  is 
slow  to  anger  is  better  than  the  mighty  ; 
and  he  that  ruleth  his  spirit  than  he  that 
taketh  a  city." 

I  will  show  you  this  crown  by  telling  you 
a  little  story  of  a  king  who  began  to  reign 
when  he  was  ten  years  old.  He  became  a 
Christian,  and  had  a  new  heart,  and  loved 
the  Saviour.  But  his  younger  brother,  who 
was  only  eight  years  old,  did  not  believe 
that  his  heart  had  been  changed  ;  and  how 
do  you  think  he  tried  to  find  out  whether 
his  brother  was  a  Christian  ?  Why,  he 
remembered  that  whenever  he  used  to  tread 
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on  his  brother's  toes,  or  plague  him  in  any 
way,  ho  would  at  once  become  very  angry, 
and  begin  to  fight  him.  So,  every  time  he 
could  get  a  chance,  he  would  slyly  kick  him, 
or  strike  him,  or  pinch  his  arms,  and  then 
watch  to  see  his  face  turn  red,  and  his  eyes 
flash  with  anger.  But  with  all  that  he  could 
do,  he  could  not  make  him  mad.  Why  was 
this  ?  Because  he  had  learned  to  riLh  his 
spirit,  and  to  be  king  over  his  angry  pas- 
sions, which  before  that  had  been  king  over 
hira.  No  doubt  there  was  many  a  little 
struggle  in  his  breast,  but  it  was  the  strug- 
gle for  his  crown,  and  every  new  triumph 
over  his  temper  put  a  new  gem  into  that 
crown,  and  made  it  shine  brighter  and 
brighter.  And  this  was  the  way  that  he 
began  to  reign  when  he  was  ten  years  old. 
Now,  when  his  little  brother  saw  that  he 
did  not  get  angry  any  more,  it  was  like  see- 
ing the  glory  of  the  new  crown  upon  his 
heart ;  "and  then  he  began  to  seek  after  it, 
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too,  and  to  seek  after  God  until  he  found 
Him — and  then  there  were  two  little  kings 
in  that  family. 

This,  then,  is  what  is  meant  by  ruling  the 
spirit.  It  is  to  govern  that  busy  crowd  of 
thoughts,  feelings,  passions,  wishes,  which, 
like  a  great  multitude  of  people,  or  like  the 
different  parts  of  a  kingdom,  dwell  together 
in  the  empire  of  your  heart.  That  heart, 
until  it  is  changed,  is  full  of  all  sorts  of 
rebels,  such  as  anger,  fretfulness,  pride, 
malice,  and  envy.  Every  one  of  these  tries 
hard  to  become  youi-  master.  See  that  boy 
who  has  lost  his  temper,  and  who  is  fretful 
and  peevish  at  every  thing  around  him.  He 
is  like  a  king  who  has  thrown  away  his 
crown,  and  all  the  wicked  passions  in  his 
breast  are  fighting  together  to  see  which 
one  shall  have  it.  and  rule  over  him.  But  is 
it  not  much  better  that  he  should  be  their 
master  than  that  they  should  be  his  ? 

"  Bertie,  dear  Bertie,  will   you  not   say 
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good  night  to  me  ?"  pleaded  the  sweet  voice 
of  his  sister  Minnie,  as  she  wound  her  arms 
lovingly  around  his  neck. 

"  No,"  he  replied  angrily,  pushing  her 
away  from  him. 

"  Come,  now,  Bertie,  do  forgive  me,  and 
let  us  kiss  and  be  friends ;  will  you  not, 
Bertie,  dear  ?" 

He  did  not  answer,  but  only  looked  sulk- 
ily out  of  the  window.  Minnie's  blue  eyes 
filled  with  tears.  "  You  know  I  did  not 
spoil  your  kite  on  purpose,  dear  brother," 
she  said  ;  "  but  it  is  my  bed-time,  and  if  you 
will  not  forgive  me,  I  must  pray  to  God  ;" 
and  the  child  left  the  room.  Five  minutes 
after,  she  was  kneeling  in  her  little  chamber 
praying.  "  Dear,  kind  Saviour,"  she  said, 
"  do,  please,  make  dear  Bertie  forgive  me. 
I  am  so  sorry  I  made  him  angry,  but  I  did 
not  mean  to  do  so.  Pour  into  his  heart  Thy 
Holy  Spirit,  and  let  him  love  me  again  ;  and 

may  he  grow  up  a  great  and  good  man,  and 
2* 
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be  a  comfort  to  dear  mamma.  Dear  Jesus, 
please  hear  me,  though  I  am  a  wicked,  sinful 
child,  and  make  us  live  very  happily  to- 
gether on  earth ;  and  when  Thou  seest  fit, 
grant  that  we  may  meet  at  Thy  great  white 
throne,  where  all  is  peace  and  love,  and  join 
dear  papa  in  singing  Glory,  Glory,  Glory." 
After  this  prayer,  she  fell  into  a  sweet  sleep. 

But  Bertie  did  not  sleep  well  that  night, 
for  his  conscience  troubled  him. '  Early  in 
the  morning  he  went  to  ask  his  sister's  par- 
don. Alas !  Minnie  ivas  dead.  "  Oh,  mam- 
ma, mamma,"  cried  Bertie,  "  will  she  never 
speak  to  me  again  ?  Shall  I  never,  never 
see  her  more  ?" 

"  I  trust  so,  my  boy  ;  dear  Minnie  is  only 
gone  before  ;  will  you  not  try  to  walk  in 
her  footsteps  ?" 

"  Oh,  I  can  never  go  to  her,  mamma  ;  I 
am  a  naughty,  wicked,  selfish  boy,  and  she 
was  so  good  and  gentle.  Mamma,  I  would 
not  say  good  night  to  her  last  evening  ;" 
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and  he  hid  his  face  on  his  mother's  shoulder, 
and  cried  as  if  his  heart  would  break.  Then 
mother  and  child  knelt  down  together  by 
the  cold  form  of  little  Minnie,  and  prayed, 
oh,  how  earnestly !  that  God  would  help 
Bertie  to  govern  his  temper.  And  soon 
Bertie  found  this  crown,  and  he  grew  up  to 
be  a  good  and  great  man.  But  never  could 
he  think  of  his  last  words  to  his  little  sister 
without  reproaching  himself  bitterly. 

Now,  remember,  dear  children,  whenever 
you  are  tempted  to  be  angry,  that  you  may 
say  or  do  that  which  you  will  mourn  over 
as  long  as  you  live.  Remember  that  to  lose 
your  temper  is  to  throw  away  your  crown  ; 
but  that  to  be  mild,  and  loving,  and  for- 
giving, as  Jesus  was,  is  to  be  a  true  king  or 
queen. 

.11.  Another  crown  is  Wisdom.  What 
does  King  Solomon  say  about  wisdom  ? 
"Fhe  shall  give  to  thine  head  an  ornament 
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of  grace  :   a  croion  of  glory  shall  she  de- 
liver unto  thee." 

"  A  crown  of  glory !"  What  little  head 
would  not  love  to  wear  it  ?  But  this  is  a 
crown  that  is  worn  inside  the  head — not 
on  the  outside  ;  and  its  bright  jewels  are 
knowledge,  prudence,  and  humility.  See 
that  poor  boy  who  works  hard  all  day  at 
making  shoes.  In  front  of  him  is  fastened 
a  book,  and  while  his  fingers  toil  so  swiftly 
for  his  daily  bread,  his  mind  toils  in  patient 
study  ;  and  all  the  time  the  things  which  he 
learns  are  weaving  themselves  together  into 
a  bright  crown  of  wisdom,  that  shines  in 
everything  that  he  says  and  does.  The 
people  see  it  and  admire  it,  and  ask  him  to 
govern  their  affairs,  and  the  little  studious 
shoemaker  becomes  the  great  Roger  Sher- 
7nan,  of  whom  many  of  you  have  heard  or 
read.  Only  think  of  it,  dear  children  ; 
when  you  feel  like  staying  from  school,  or 
neglecting  your  lesson,  you  are   tlirowing 
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away  the  precious  crown  of  wisdom,  without 
which  you  never  can  become  truly  great  or 
honored  in  this  world. 

But  is  this  the  whole  of  the  crown  that  I  am 
now  speaking  of?  No  ;  it  has  a  still  "bright- 
er jewel,  for  Solomon  says  again,  "  The  fear 
of  tht  Lord  is  the  beginning  of  wisdom." 
It  is  a  great  thing  to  have  the  mind  filled 
with  all  otlier  kinds  of  knowledge  ;  but  the 
best  crown  of  all  is  to  know,  and  love,  and 
serve  God.  For  this  reason,  no  other  book 
can  make  you  so  wise  as  the  Bible  can  make 
you.  Read  it  every  morning  and  night, 
study  it,  pray  over  it,  saying,  "  0  Lord,  open 
thou  mine  eyes,  that  I  may  behold  wondrous 
things  out  of  Thy  law!"  If  you  do  this, 
you  shall  behold  things  wonderful  indeed — 
crowns,  thrones,  diadems-*-/br  you.  And 
then  God  will  take  the  pure  crown  of  piety 
and  place  it  upon  your  heart,  and  make  you 
as  happy  as  any  king  can  be.  For  it  is  the 
voice  of  heavenly  wisdom,  waiting  to  crown 
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you,  that  says,  "  I  love  them  that  love  me, 
and  they  that  seek  me  early  shall  find  me.'^ 

III.  Another  crown  is  obedience  to  God, 
But  I  hear  you  say,  kings  are  masters,  and 
not  servants.  Still,  it  is  a  more  glorious 
thing  to  obey  God  than  it  would  be  to  gov- 
ern all  mankind  :  for  at  the  day  of  judgment 
Christ  will  say  to  all  those  who  have  served 
Him  here,  "  Well  done  thou  good  and  faith- 
ful servant ;  thou  hast  been  faithful  over  a 
few  things,  I  will  make  thee  ruler  over 
many  things ;  enter  thou  into  the  joy  of 
thy  Lord."  But  before  we  can  reach  that 
joy,  we  must  humbly  bow  our  heads,  and  let 
the  king  put  upon  them  this  crown  of  obed- 
ience to  Him.  I  suppose  some  children 
think  that  this  is  faore  like  a  chain  or  fetter 
than  like  the  crown  of  a  king  :  it  comes  so 
hard  to  obey  God  in  all  things.  But  this 
is  only  because  they  have  not  learned  to 
love  God  ;  for  to  His  friends  and  children 
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His  "  yoke  is  easy,''  and  His  "  burden  is 
light." 

Let  us  learn  a  lesson  about  this  from  the 
angels.  They  obey  God  always,  and  do  you 
think  that  they  are  unhappy  ?  A  Sunday- 
school  teacher,  who  was  talking  with  his 
class  about  that  part  of  the  Lord's  Prayer 
which  says,  "  Thy  will  be  done  on  earth  as 
it  is  in  heaven,"  said  to  them,  "  You  have 
told  me,  my  dear  children,  what  is  to  be 
done — the  '  will '  of  God  ;  and  where  it  is 
to  be  done — '  on  earth  ;'  and  how  it  is  to  be 
done — '  as  it  is  done  in  heaven.'  Now,  how 
do  you  think  that  the  angels  and  the  happy 
spirits  do  the  will  of  God  in  heaven  ?" 

The  first  child  answered,  "  They  do  it  di- 
rectly ;"  the  second.  "  they  do  it  diligently  ;" 
the  third,  "  they  do  it  always  ;"  the  fourth, 
"  they  do  it  with  all  their  heart ;"  the  fifth, 
"  they  do  it  all  together."  Here  there  was 
a  little  pause,  and  no  other  child  appeared 
to  have  an  answer,  but  after  some  time  a  lit- 
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tie  girl,  who  had  been  thinking  deeply,  said, 
"  Why,  sir,  they  do  it  without  asking  any 
qxiedioiisP 

And  she  was  right ;  for  this  is  the  true 
way  to  mind  what  God  says,  without  asking 
"why?"  or  "when?"  or  saying,  "I  don't 
want  to  do  it  now."  If  you  would  be  happy 
as  an  angel,  then,  just  as  soon  as  you  know 
what  God  commands  you,  do  it^  no  matter 
what  may  happen. 

While  I  am  writing  these  words,  there  is 
a  great  general  at  Washington,  who  has  the 
command  of  all  the  soldiers  in  this  country. 
When  he  was  a  boy,  his  wicked  father  often 
made  him  work  in  the  harvest  field  on  Sun- 
day. But  Henry  knew  when  he  did  so  that  he 
was  disobeying  God.  At  last  he  could  stand 
it  no  longer  ;  and  one  Sunday,  after  he  had 
been  working  about  an  hour,  he  returned 
home  and  told  his  father  that  he  could  not  do 
so  wicked  a  thing  as  to  work  on  Sunday,  and 
he  should  not  do  it  any  more.     His  father 
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became  very  angry,  and  drove  him  from  the 
house  ;  and  the  brave  boy  who  had  dared  to 
lose  his  home  for  the  sake  of  obeying  God, 
went  out  into  the  wide  world  with  nothing 
but  his  little  bundle  of  clotliing.  But  God 
takes  good  care  of  those  who  serve  Him,  and 
he  did  not  let  Henry  suffer.  He  grew  up  to 
be  a  good,  and  wise,  and  brave  man,  and 
now  the  people  everywhere  love  to  honor 
him.  But  none  of  his  honors  can  shine  more 
brightly  than  this  one  of  obedience  to  God, 
which  the  grace  of  his  heavenly  Father  put 
upon  him  when  he  was  fifteen  years  old. 

Who  of  you,  dear  children,  will  have  this 
crown  ?  It  may  seem  hard  to  get,  but  oh,  it 
is  well  worth  the  winning. 

lY.  Another  crown,  beautiful  and  bright 
as  if  it  had  come  straight  down  from  heaven, 
is  that  of  Love. 

It  has  come  down  from  beaven  :  and  oh, 
how  sweetly  it  shines  when  God  sets  it  on 
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the  forehead  of  a  child.  It  is  not,  as  you 
may  suppose,  an  invisible  crown,  for  it  seems 
to  let  out  its  soft  light  from  the  heart  through 
all  its  little  windows.  It  sparkles  in  the 
eyes ;  it  glistens  in  the  smile  ;  it  beams  in 
the  actions,  and  it  makes  the  homeliest  face 
radiant  as  the  face  of  an  angel.  It  lights 
up  the  most  dreary  home,  and  makes  it  beau- 
tiful and  pleasant ;  and  if  this  crown  were 
to  be  taken  away  from  the  hearts  that  wear 
it,  this  world  would  be  a  greal  deal  darker 
than  it  is. 

This  crown  has  two  great  jewels,  that  are 
brighter  than  the  most  famous  diamonds  ever 
worn  by  king  or  queen.  These  are  Love  to 
God  and  Love  to  one  another. 

Nothing  can  be  more  precious  than  love  to 
God  and  Christ.  Does  it  seem  hard  to  love 
God,  whom  you  cannot  see  ?  Let  me  tell 
you  how  you  may  do  this.  A  little  girl  was 
once  talking  with  her  mother  about  those 
kind  wojds  of  Jesus,  "  Sufifer  little  children 
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to  come  unto  me  ;"  and  she  asked,  "  Does 
*  come  unto  me '  mean  dying,  mamma  V 

"  Don't  you  love  and  think  a  great  deal 
about  your  papa,  when  he  is  away  ?"  asked 
her  mother. 

"  Yes,  mamma  ;  1  feel  full  of  papa  some- 
times," answered  Jessie,  "  I  love  him  so 
dearly." 

"  It  is  not  necessary  to  see  and  be  with 
him  to  love  him." 

"  No,  mamma,  for  he  is  in  my  heart  really," 
said  the  little  girl. 

"  That  is  what  the  Lord  Jesus  means  when 
He  asks  you  to  come  to  Him.  It  is  not  to 
go  where  He  is,  in  body,  but  it  is  to  love 
Him,  have  your  heart  full  of  Him,  that 
makes  Him  near  to  you,  and  you  near  to  Him. 
And  it  is  so  sweet  to  come  to  Him,  for  He 
forgives  our  sins,  and  takes  away  our  naughty 
wilfulness,  and  helps  us  correct  our  faults, 
and  makes  us  love  to  do  right,  and  love  each 
other  and  everybody." 
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"  Then  I  want  to  come  to  Jesus  ;  /  wasn  H 
quite  ready  to  leave  you  and  paj>a,^^  whis- 
pered the  child. 

Now,  this  is  just  what  God  wants  you  to 
do,  to  feel  full  of  your  heavenly  Father, 
and  let  him  have  so  much  room  in  your 
heart  that  you  will  love  Him  more  dearly 
than  any  tongue  can  tell.  If  you  have  this 
love  you  will  be  king  indeed  ;  for  God  will 
love  you,  and  bless  you,  and  give  you  the 
kingdom. 

What  is  the  other  jewel  in  this  crown  of 
love  ?  It  is  shown  to  us  in  those  words  of 
John,  "Little  children,  love  one  another.''^ 
Once  a  dear  little  girl  was  asked,  "  What 
makes  every  body  love  you  so  much ? "  "I 
don't  know,"  said  she,  "  unless  it  is  because 
I  love  every  body."  Was  it  not  a  beautiful 
and  true  answer?  So,  let  your  hearts  be 
brimfull  of  love  to  every  body,  and  you  will 
be  surprised  to  find  how  the  glory  of  this 
crown-jewel  will  shine  out  upon  every  one 
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who  comes  near  to  you,  and  will  make  them 
all  yom-  friends.  Then  you  will  do  good  to 
others,  and  they  will  do  good  to  you ;  and 
this  love  to  God  and  one  another  will  make 
a  little  heaven  wherever  you  go. 

Y.  I  must  tell  you  of  one  more  crown : 
and  it  is  as  bright  as  all  the  others  melted 
into  one  can  make  it — "  the  crown  of  glory 
thatfadeth  not  awayT 

No  earthly  eye  has  seen  it :  for  it  is  so 
dazzling  that  these  eyes  would  be  blinded 
by  the  sight.  No  mind  of  man  has  dreamed 
of  its  wondrous  glories  :  for  it  is  grander 
and  more  beautiful  than  these  minds  can 
bear  to  think  of.  I  could  describe  to  you 
the  crown  worn  by  the  queen  of  England, 
or  by  the  emperor  of  France  ;  but  no  words 
can  tell  you  the  splendor  of  that  crown 
which  many  a  child  is  now  wearing  in 
heaven.  I  can  only  say  that  it  is  a  crown 
of  Victory ;  for  they  to  whom  it  is  ariven 
3* 
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have  conquered  sin  and  Satan  and  the 
graye.  It  is  a  crown  of  Life;  for  they 
who  wear  it  shall  never  die  any  more.  It 
is  a  crown  of  Righteousness  /  for  it  shows 
that  all  guilt  has  been  washed  from  the 
heart  by  the  blood  of  Jesus.  And  it  is  a 
crown  of  Glory: — but  what  do  you  or  I 
know  about  the  glory  that  ''shall  he  re- 
vealed ?  "  We  must  wait  for  the  hand  of 
death  to  uncover  it  to  us.  Yet  sometimes 
the  glory  seems  to  shine  just  a  little  across 
the  dark  valley. 

A  few  years  ago  the  large  factories  in  the 
city  of  Lawrence,  Massachusetts,  fell  to  the 
ground,  and  a  great  many  poor  women  and 
children  were  buried  under  them.  Among 
these  were  three  little  Irish  girls,  who  had 
learned  some  of  the  sweet  hymns  which  they 
had  heard  at  the  Sabbath-school,  and  had 
also  taught  them  to  their  little  friends. 
They  lay  under  the  fallen  timbers,  unable  to 
move,  when  suddenly  a  fire  broke  out  ncjar 


THE    CHILD-KING.  31 


them,  and  they  knew  that  they  would  be 
burned  to  death  before  any  help  could  come. 
What  did  they  do  ?  They  commenced  sing- 
ing with  all  their  might, 

•*  I  want  to  be  an  angel,  and  with  the  angels  stand, 
A  crown  upon  my  forehead,  a  harp  within  my  hand." 

Sweetly  their  voices  rose  above  the  crack- 
ling of  the  flames,  as  they  sung  through  all 
the  hymn,  and  then  they  were  heard  again 
singing  joyfully, 

"  We're  going  home  to  glory," 

until  their  voices  were  silenced  by  death. 
No,  not  silenced,  for  as  their  spirits  went  up 
in  that  chariot  of  fire  to  heaven,  and  bowed 
before  the  throne  to  receive  their  crowns  of 
glory,  although  those  on  the  earth  could  no 
longer  hear  them,  the  angels  heard  them 
singing  "  the  song  of  Moses  and  the  Lamb." 
Now,  dear  children,  who  wants  a  crown  f 
I  think  I  hear  many  little  voices  answering, 
"  I,"  and  "  I,"  and  "  L"    Well,  are  you  ready 
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to  begin  to  win  them?  Josiah  began  to 
reign  in  Jerusalem  when  he  was  eight  years 
old ;  but  you,  though  you  may  be  ever  so 
young,  may  begin  to-day  to  wear  the  crowns 
of  self-government,  of  wisdom,  of  obedience, 
of  love,  and  may  wear  at  last  in  the  Neiv 
Jerusalem  the  crown  of  life  and  of  glory. 
But  to  win  these  crowns,  you  must  do  as 
Josiah  did.  "  While  he  was  yet  young,  he 
began  to  seek  after  God."  Then  seek  Him 
now,  with  all  your  hearts,  for  He  says 
"  They  that  seek  me  early,  shall  find  me." 


II. 

**  Great  Shepherd  of  the  sheep. 
Who  all  Thy  flock  dolh  keep, 

Leading  by  waters  calm. 
Do  Thou  my  footsteps  guide 
To  follow  by  Thy  side : 

Make  me  Thy  little  lamb. 

"  I  fear  I  may  be  torn 
By  many  a  sharp  set  thorn. 

As  far  from  Thee  I  stray ;  « 

My  weary  feet  may  bleed, 
For  rough  are  paths  which  lead 

Out  of  Thy  pleasant  way. 

**  But  when  the  road  is  long, 

Thy  tender  arm  and  strong 

The  weary  one  will  bear ; 

And  Thou  wilt  wash  me  clean, 

And  lead  to  pastures  green, 

Where  all  the  flowers  are  fair,— 

"  Till,  from  the  soil  of  sin 
Cleansed  and  made  pure  within. 

Dear  Saviour,  whose  I  am, 
Thoii  bringest  me  in  love 
To  Thy  sweet  fold  above, 

A  little  snow-white  lamb." 

(33) 


THE  SIlEEr  AND  THE  LAMBS. 


Little  Crowus. 


!>.  ..0. 


Wht  Mt0aA. 


"  He  shall  feed  His  flock  like  a  shepherd :  Ha  shall  gather  the 
lambs  with  His  arms,  and  carry  them  in  His  bosom."— Isaiah 
xl.  'll. 


LATELY  saw  a  very  beautiful  sight : 
a  flock  of  sheep  fed  by  their  shepherd. 
And  I  did  not  go  to  the  fields  or  the  hills 
to  see  it :  it  was  in  God's  house  ;  in  those 
very  seats  where  you  so  often  sit.  Oh,  how 
delightful  it  was !  They  came  there  tired 
and  hungry,  and  thirsty,  and  the  shepherd 
spread  for  them  a  glorious  feast,  and  while 
their  mouths  fed  upon  the  bread  and  wine, 
their  faith  (which  might  be  called  the 
souVs  moidTi)  fed  upon  the  body  and  blood 
of  Jesus ;  that  is,  received  Him  to  their 
hearts  as  their  own  crucified  Saviour ;  and 
they  went    away   satisfied    and   refreshed, 

(35) 


[.  I  T  T  L  E    CROWNS. 


And  I  thank  God  tliat  there  were  some 
dear  lambs  of  the  flock  there  too,  and  that 
the  great  heavenly  Shepherd  fed  them  a3 
well  as  the  sheep  at  His  table. 

But  now  it  is  the  lambs'  turn;  and  I 
hope  that  while  I  talk  with  you,  the  great 
Shepherd  will  feed  your  souls  with  sweet, 
precious  truths,  yes,  with  angels'  food,  and 
take  you  in  His  strong  arms  of  love,  and 
press  you  so  close  to  His  great,  kind  hearty 
that  you  will  be  able  to  understand  what 
the  prophet  Isaiah  means  in  this  beautiful 
verse.  As  you  look  at  it  in  your  Bibles, 
and  try  to  find  out  what  it  means,  you  will 
be  likely  to  ask  three  questions  about  it : 

I.   Who  is  the  Shepherd  here  spoken  of  ? 

II.   Who  are  the  lambs  ? 

III.  What  is  meant  by  the  Shepherd's 
gathering  the  lambs  with  his  arm  and  carry- 
ing them  in  His  bosom  ? 
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I  hope  you  will  all  listen  while  I  tr^  to 
answer  these  three  questions. 

I.  First,  then,  Who  is  the  Shepherd  ? 

A  great  many  years  before  this  verse 
was  written,  a  boy,  whose  parents  lived  ini 
Bethlehem  in  Judea,  was  sent  by  his  father 
to  tend  his  flocks  of  sheep  in  the  pasture.. 
He  soon  came  to  love  the  sheep,  and  to  love 
the  lambs  as  they  frisked  and  played  about 
him,  and  ate  the  tender  grass  out  of  his 
hand ;  and  as  he  grew  up  to  be  a  young, 
man,  he  took  great  care  of  them^  kept  them 
from  wandering  away  or  being  killed  by- 
wild  beasts,  and  loved  to  find  out  the  green- 
est pastures,  and  the  purest,  stillest  waters, 
for  them,  and  was  in  every  way  a  good, 
kind  shepherd.  But  God  called  him  away 
from  his  flocks,  and  made  him  a  king.  Yet 
David  did  not  forget  how  he  had  tended 
the  flocks,  and  he  thouglit  to  himself,  just  as 
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I  was  to  my  slicep,  so  the  Lprd  is  to  me. 
And  then  he  wrote  and  sang  that  sweet 
Psalm,  "  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  I  shall 
not  want ;  He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in 
green  pastures,  He  leadeth  Die  beside  the 
still  waters." 

A  long  time  after  this,  God  looked  down 
and  saw  that  His  people  were  straying 
•avray  from  Him,  and  He  said,  "  I  will  both 
search  my  sheep  and  seek  them  out."  .  .  . 
■"  And  I  loill  set  up  one  Shepherd  over  them, 
and  He  shall  feed  them."  And  then  again, 
'Grod  said  through  the  prophet  Zechariah, 
■"  Awake,  0  sword  against  my  shepherd,  .  .  . 
smite  the  Sheplierd,  and  the  sheep  shall  be 
scattered."  What?  does  David  say  that 
tlie  Lord  is  his  Shepherd,  and  then  another 
say  that  He  is  to  be  smitten,  hiUed  ?  What 
docs  this  mean  ?  Now,  if  you  will  turn  to 
the  book  of  John,  you  will  find  out ;  for 
there  you  will  hear  Christ  say,  "I  am  the 
good  Shepherd.  .  .  .     Tlie  good  Shepherd 
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layetli  clown  His  life  for  tlie  sheep."  And 
because  Jesus  is  God,  and  yet  was  crucified 
for  man,  you  will  see  that  David  was  right, 
and  Zechariah  was  riglit  too,  and  that  they 
both  pointed,  just  as  Isaiah  points  in  our 
text,  to  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ;  and  therefore, 
that  He  is  the  good  Shepherd  who  feeds  the 
flock,  and  takes  such  tender  care  of  the 
little  lambs.  So  your  first  question  is  an- 
swered. 

II.  Your  second  question  is,  Who  are  the 
lambs  ? 

Let  me  answer  this  by  telling  you  a  short 
story. 

There  was  a  little  girl  whose  name  was 
Anna,  who  was  called  a  good  girl,  and  was 
very  much  loved.  She  tried  always  to 
please  her  parents,  and  to  be  kind  to  those 
about  her,  and  always  remembered  her 
prayers  morning  and  night.  But  Anna  had 
not   yet   given   her   licart   to  the  Saviour, 
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tlioiigli  her  mother  often  told  her  »of  Jesus, 
and  hoped  and  prayed  that  she  miglit  early 
learn  to  love  Him.  One  day  she  brought 
home  from  the  Sabbath-school  a  book  called 
-The  Lambs  of  Christ's  Flock."  At  this 
time  Anna  was  seven  years  old. 

As  her  mother  read  it  to  her  she  seemed 
to  swallow  every  word  of  it,  and  would 
often  ask,  "  Am  I  a  lamb  of  Christ's  flock?" 
and  as  her  mother  read  on,  she  would  ask 
again  and  again,  the  scalding  tears  rolling 
down  her  face,  "  Am  I  a  lamb  of  Christ's 
flock,  mother?"  Her  mother  told  her  she 
hoped  that  she  would  become  one,  but  this 
did  not  satisfy  her.  "  Am  I  one  noiv?^^  she 
asked. 

"  Anna,"  said  her  mother,  "  your  heart  is 
full  of  sin  ;  you  must  give  your  sinful  heart 
to  God,  and  ask  Him  for  Christ's  sake  to 
wash  it  from  its  sin." 

"How  shall  I  give  my  heart  to  God? 
Do  please  tell  me  liow  to  give  my  heart  to 
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Him,  I  would  give  my  heart  to  Him,  if  1 
only  knew  liow,"  said  Anna. 

"  Give  it  to  Jesus,  just  as  it  is,  dear 
child  ;  tell  Him  it  is  wicked  and  full  of  sin, 
and  ask  Him  to  cleanse  it  in  His  own  pre- 
cious blood." 

"  But  I  am  so  wicked,"  said  the  child,  "  I 
am  afraid  Jesus  will  not  receive  me." 

"  Christ  Jesus  came  into  the  world  to 
save  sinners,  to  save  you,  my  child,"  said 
her  mother,  "  you  must  give  up  all  to  Him." 

So  several  days  passed  away  before  little 
Anna  found  any  peace  ;  but  every  day  she 
wept  and  prayed.  She  wanted,  0  so  much, 
to  be  a  lamb  of  Christ's  flock. 

One  afternoon  Anna  came  to  her  aunt  * 
the  tears  were  all  gone,  and  her  eyes  were 
beaming  with  joy.  "Aunty,"  she  said,  "I  feel 
so  happy y  Her  aunt  asked  her  what  made 
her  feel  happy.  With  reverence  she  answer- 
ed, "  It  is  God,  aunty.  He  has  given  me  a 
new  lieart,  and  I  can  trust  Him  now."  Every 
4^ 
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niglit  wiien  she  went  to  rest  the  tears 
Yv'ouhl  fill  her  eyes,  as  she  said,  "  0,  mother, 
I  am  afraid  I  have  done  something  wrong 
to-day."  She  was  afraid  to  sin  even  in 
thought,  and  tried  in  all  things  to  please 
Jesus,  for  she  felt  that  now  she  was  His 
own  dear  lamb. 

Yes — the  children  loho  love  the  Saviour 
are  Christ's  lambs.  The  Church  is  His 
great  flock  that  He  is  all  the  time  tending 
and  like  every  other  flock  it  has  its  little 
oms  who  belong  to  the  same  Shepherd,  and 
need  His  tender  care. 

And  they  are  not  only  called  lambs  be- 
cause they  are  young  and  small,  but  because 
they  are  loecik  and  ignorant.  What  can  be 
more  helpless  than  a  little  lamb  when  any 
danger  is  near,  without  its  shepherd  ?  If  a 
wolf  or  a  bear  break  into  the  fold,  it  can- 
not resist  him  or  run  away  from  him,  but 
must  be  devoured.  It  is  the  same  with  you, 
dear  children ;    you   arc  weak,  and    there 
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are  many  dangers  all  around  3'on,  and  what 
can  YOU  do  without  Jesus?  Why,  the 
strongest  sheep  in  all  the  flock  can  do  noth- 
ing without  Him,  and  how  can  the  feeble 
lamhs  ? 

And  suppose  the  lamb  gets  lost,  and 
strays  away  among  tlie  mountains  ;  can  it 
find  the  way  back  albne  ?  Oh,  no  ;  it  is 
ignorant  and  foolish,  and  if  the  shepherd 
does  not  go  after  it  and  bring  it  back,  it 
will  be  sure  to  perish.  Now,  how  is  it 
with  these  human  lambs?  Isaiah  says,  "All 
we  like  sheep  have  gone  astray  ;"  and  you 
know  that  wherever  the  sheep  go,  the  lambs 
are  sure  to  follow.  David  says  tliat  we 
go  astray  as  soon  as  ive  are  horn.  By  this 
he  means  that  even  young  children  are 
wicked  and  sinful ;  that  they  go  away  from 
God,  away  from  their  Shepherd,  away  from 
the  pleasant  pasture  grounds  of  sweet, 
heavenly  truth,  away  into  paths  of  sin,  and 
danger,  and  death,  and,  like  the  lamb  lost 
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in  the  mountains,  you  cannot  find  tJie  way 
bach  alone.  If  the  Shepherd  Jesus  does 
not  seek  you  out,  and  take  you  in  His  arms, 
then  you  will  never  reach  the  sweet  fields 
of  heaven,  where  the  vSaviour  leads  His 
Hock  to  living  fountains  of  water.  But 
Christ  has  come  "  to  seek  and  to  save  that 
which  was  lost ;"  and  when  he  hears  a  child 
prapng  earnestly  to  Him  for  help,  and  con- 
fessing* its  wickedness,  it  is  like  the  lamb 
bleating  for  its  shepherd,  and  he  takes  it 
up  in  His  arms,  and  folds  it  to  His  bosom, 
and  then  that  child  is  Chrisfs  lainh,  and 
does  not  wander  any  more. 

But  there  is  another  thing  in  which  good 
children  are  like  lambs.  Did  you  ever  see 
a  lamb  quarrel  or  fight  ?  No  ;  how  gentle, 
and  kind,  and  loving  tliey  are !  If  they 
could  speak,  I  am  sure  they  would  not  utter 
an  angry  word.  And  this  is  one  reason 
why  Jesus  is  called  the  Lamb  of  God — be- 
cause He  is  so  meek  and  forgiving.     Wlien 
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you  read  the  story  of  His  death,  does  it  not 
make  you  think  of  what  the  prophet  said, 
"  He  is  brought  as  a  lamb  to  the  slaughter, 
and  as  a  sheep  before  her  shearers  is  dumb, 
so  He  openeth  not  His  mouth"?  Now,  as  it 
was  with  Him,  God's  La  nib ^  so  it  should  be 
with  those  children  who  are  Chris fs  Iambs. 
But  I  have  seen  boys  and  girls  who  were 
more  like  wolves  and  tigers  ;  so  quarrel- 
some and  fretful  that  they  make  themselves 
and  all  around  them  miserable. 

And  how  obedient  the  lamb  is !  how  it 
follows  the  good  shepherd  wherever  he 
leads  it ;  for  it  knows  his  voice.  So 
Christ's  lambs  will  follow  and  obey  Him, 
and  they  are.  never  so  happy  as  when 
they  are  close  by  His  side  or  in  His 
arms. 

III.  I  have  answered  your  second  ques- 
tion— Who  are  the  lambs? — and  there  is 
only  one  question  left :    What  is  meant  by 
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the    Shepherd's    gathering    them    luith    His 
arms,  and  carrying  them  in  His  bosom  f 

1.  One  thing  that  it  means  is,  that  He  will 
protect  them  from  all  danger.  One  day 
when  David  was  tending  his  flock  in  a  place 
near  the  woods,  suddenly  there  came  a 
great  lion,  and  seized  a  lamb  in  his  teeth, 
and  ran  off  with  it ;  and  I  suppose  that  in 
a  very  few  minutes  he  would  have  eaten  it 
up.  What  did  David  do?  He  started 
after  the  lion  and  smote  him,  and  caught 
the  lamb  out  of  his  mouth.  And  then  the 
lion,  who  was  very  angry,  sprang  with  all 
his  might  upon  David.  But  David  was 
strong,  and  the  Lord  was  with  him,  and  he 
caught  the  lion  by  the  mane  with  one  hand, 
and  with  the  other  he  killed  him  with  his 
spear,  and  then  carried  the  lamb  back  safe 
and  sound  to  the  pasture.  Was  not  that  a 
brave  and  noble  deed  ? 

Now,  suppose  that  this  minute  just  such  a 
great,  fierce  lion  should  come  and  seize  one 
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of  these  dear  lambs,  and  carry  it  off  to  eat — 
how  frightened  we  all  should  be !  But 
there  is  one  who  is  worse  than  a  lion,  and 
stronger  than  any  of  the  wild  beasts  you 
have  ever  seen  at  the  menagerie.  You  can 
not  see  him,  nor  hear  him  roar,  but  he  wants 
to  seize  you,  and  take  you  away  to  his 
awful  den,  and  devour  you.  I  mean  that 
tei'rible  being,  who,  the  Bible  says,  "  goeth 
about  as  a  roaring  lion,  seeking  whom  he 
may  devour."  It  is  Satan,  who  wants  to 
destroy  us  all,  and  tvill  do  it  too,  if  God 
don't  prevent  him.  I  am  sorry  to  say  that 
there  are  some  who  seem  hardly  to  know 
or  care  whether  he  has  them  or  not.  Just 
as  a  man  in  Africa,  Dr.  Livingstone,  was 
once  overtaken  by  a  lion,  who  threw  him 
down,  and  he  said  that,  somehow,  while  the 
lion's  great  paw  was  upon  him,  he  lost  all 
fear,  and  hardly  cared  whether  he  was 
eaten  alive  or  not.  But  presently  the  lion 
was  shot  by  another  man,  and  he  was  glad 
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enough  to  escape.  So  I  sometimes  think  that 
when  this  great  destroyer  has  his  paw  upon 
the  breast  of  a  man  or  child,  they,  somehow 
or  other,  though  it  seems  very  strange,  do 
not  think  of  their  danger. 

But  will  Christ  let  him  seize  and  carry 
off  one  of  His  lambs  f  Oh,  no  ;  He  will 
do  as  David  did  :  He  will  snatch  away  the 
dear  child,  even  if  it  is  already  in  Satan's 
mouth,  and  take  it  up,  all  weak  and  trem- 
bling as  it  is,  and  let  it  rest  upon  His 
bosom,  where  no  beast  of  prey  can  ever 
harm  it.  For  Christ  has  fought  with  Satan 
and  conquered  him.  He  has  done  more  for 
you  and  me  than  David  did  for  his  lamb,  for 
He  has  laid  down  His  life  for  us  that  He 
might  deliver  us  from  all  evil. 

2.  Another  thing  that  Christ  does  for  His 
lambs  is  to  feed  them. 

Once  there  was  a  miser,  (a  hard-hearted, 
cruel  man,  who  had  a  great  deal  of  money, 
but  who  had  not  learned  how  to  enjoy  it  by 
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making  other  people  happy,)  who  was  over- 
taken by  a  violent  storm  of  snow  and  wind^ 
and  he  stopped  at  tlie  door  of  a  miserable 
little  cottage  that  he  owned,  for  shelter. 
But  he  did  not  go  in,  and  wliile  he  stood 
there,  he  heard  two  children  talking  to- 
gether. 

"  I  am  hungry,  Nettie,"  said  one  of  tliem. 

"  So  am  I,"  said  the  other ;  "  I  Ve  been 
looking  for  some  potafo  parings,  and  I  can't 
find  any." 

"  What  an  awful  storm !"  said  the  first 
one. 

"  Yes,"  said  Nettie,  "the  old  tree  is  blown 
down  ]  I  think  God  took  care  it  did  n't  fall 
on  the  house ;  if  it  had,  it  would  have 
killed  us." 

"And  if  He  did  that,  couldn't  He  send 
us  hreadV 

"  I  'm  sure  He  could.     Let  us  pray  *  Our 
Father,'  and  when  we  come   to  that  part 
about  hread^  stop  till  we  get  some." 
5 
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So  tliey  began,  and  the  miser,  shivering 
outside,  listened.  When  they  said  "  Give 
us  this  day  our  daily  bread,"  and  stopped, 
expecting-,  in  their  childish  faith,  that  the 
bread  would  '"ome,  a  kind  feeling  stole  into 
his  mind,  and  his  heart  was  touched  and 
softened.  He  had  bought  a  loaf  at  the 
village,  and  he  opened  the  door  very  softly 
and  threw  it  in,  and  then  listened  to  the 
childrens'  cry  of  deMght. 

"  It  dropped  right  from  heaven  ;  did  n't 
it  ?"  said  the  younger. 

"  Yes  ;"  said  Nettie,  "  I  shall  love  God 
forever,  He  is  so  good !  He  has  given  us 
bread  because  we  asked  Him." 

"  We  '11  ask  Him  every  day,  won't  we  ? 
why,  I  never  thought  God  was  so  good, 
did  you?" 

"  Yes,  I  always  thought  so,"  was  Nettie's 
answer,  "but  I  never  quite  knew  it  before.'^'' 

The  storm  passed,  and  the  miser  went 
home  a  better  and  happier  man  ;  and  when,* 


THE    SHEPHERD.  51 


a  few  Weeks  afterwards,  lie  died,  lie  gave 
the  little  cottage  and  garden  to  the  father 
of  these  praying  children.  And  the  little 
children  ever  after  felt  a  sweet  and  solemn 
feeling  when  in  their  prayers  they  came  to 
those  words,  "  Give  us  this  day  our  daily 
hready 

But  Christ's  lambs  have  soids  to  be  fed 
as  well  as  bodies.  You  remember  the  story 
of  Peter  who  denied  his  Lord,  and  was 
afterwards  very  sorry  for  it.  One  day 
Jesus  said  to  him,  "Lovest  thou  me?"  "Yea, 
Lord,"  he  said,  "  Thou  knowest  that  I  love 
Thee."  Then  Jesus  said  to  him,  ^^  Fetd  my 
lavihsy  What  did  He  mean  by  this? 
Why,  that  Peter,  and  all  Christ's  ministers, 
and  all  who  love  Christ,  should  feed  the 
souls  of  the  dear  children — that  is,  teach 
them  about  God  and  heaven.  And  how 
can  we  feed  them  ?  Why,  out  of  the  Bible ; 
for  the  Bible  was  made  for  the  children  as 
well  as  for  the  fathers  and  mothers.     And 
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tliis  is  wliat  your  teachers  are  doing  in  the 
Sabbath-school,  and  your  mothers  at  home, 
and  what  your  pastor  is  doing  when  he 
preaches  to  you.  Do  you  know  that  the 
word  pastor  means  "shepherd"?  That  is, 
the  minister  is  a  kind  of  under- shepherd, 
feeding  and  tending  the  sheep  and  the 
'lambs  for  Christ.'  And  so  the  church  is 
your  pasture  ground,  and  the  Sahhath-school 
is  your  pasture  ground,  where  the  Good 
Shepherd  feeds  you.  But  oh,  remember 
that  if  the  lamb  does  not  eat  the  tender 
grass,  it  will  do  him  no  good,  but  lie  will 
grow  lean  and  poor,  and  then  die.  So  you 
must  receive  all  this  sweet  truth  of  the 
Bible — (David  calls  it  "  sweeter  than  hon- 
ey,")—  into  your  minds  and  hearts,  must 
learn  it,  and  often  think  of  it,  and  never 
forget  it,  or  your  souls  will  starve  and  die. 

3.  Another  thing  that  the  Lord  Jesus 
does  witli  His  lambs  is  to  take  them  in  His 
arms  to  heaven  lulien  they  die.    How  beautiful 
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those  words  of  David  arc,  in  the  Twenty- 
third  Psahn,  where,  after  speaking  of  the 
"green  pastures,"  and  "still  waters,"  he 
says,  "Yea,  though  I  walk  through  tlie  valley 
of  the  shadovj  of  cleat] i^  I  will  fear  no  evil,  for 
Thou  art  with  me,  Thy  rod,  and  Thy  staff 
they  comfort  me !" 

Do  you  know,  dear  children,  that  you 
must  all  pass  through  that  valley  ?  I  look 
forward,  and  see  you  lying  upon  beds  of 
sickness,  the  roses  fading  out  of  your  cheeks, 
and  the  eyes,  that  now  sparkle  so  brightly, 
growing  dull  and  heavy,  and  your  voices, 
that  now  sing  so  sweetly,  becoming  silent. 
And  then,  thougli  the  sun  may  shine,  and 
the  flowers  bloom  as  brightly  as  ever,  you 
will  not  see  them,  nor  see  the  faces  of  your 
parents,  brothers  and  sisters ;  but  you  will 
be  in  the  dark  valley  of  death.  When  this 
will  be,  no  one  knows  except  God ;  but  I 
know  and  you  know  that  many  little  feet 

enter  the  valley.     Oh,  how  sad  it  would  be 

5^ 
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for  any  of  tliese  dear  children  to  have  to 
pass  through  it  alone^  with  no  Shepherd  to 
uphold  and  comfort  them ! 

But  Jesus  does  not  leave  His  lambs  to  go 
through  the  valley  alone ;  for  while  He  leads 
the  sheep  with  His  rod  and  staff,  He  takes 
the  weak  little  lambs  right  up  in  His  arms, 
and  presses  them  close  up  to  His  great,  warm, 
loving  heart,  and  keeps  them  there  till  they 
are  safe  out  of  the  dark,  in  the  sweet  light 
of  heaven,  where  "everlasting  spring  abides, 
and  never  withering  flowers."  And  what 
a  happy  thing  it  is  not  to  be  afraid  to  die; 
but  to  say  to  Jesus,  ^^  I  will  fear  no  evil,  for 
Thou  art  loith  meP''  Now  if  you  will  give 
your  hearts  to  Christ,  you  will  be  able  to 
say  this. 

There  was  once  a  class  of  little  girls 
about  four  years  old,  in  a  Sabbath-school, 
who  learned  for  their  lesson  the  23d  Psalm, 
"  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd."  A  little  girl, 
who   was   much   younger   than   they,  and 
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could  not  speak  plain,  heard  some  of  them 
repeat  it  at  home,  and  thought  that  she  must 
learn/  it  too.  So  they  said  it  over  to  her 
till  she  knew  it  all  by  heart ;  and  she  loved 
it  so  much  that  she  could  hardly  think  or 
speak  of  anything  else  all  that  day.  When 
her  Dianmia  came  home,  she  repeated  it  to 
her,  and  said,  "  Mamma,  do  you  know  about 
the  little  lambs  when  they  go  through  the 
valley?  it  is  all  dark,  and  the  Shepherd  takes 
them  up  in  His  arms  and  carries  them." 
In  a  little  while  she  gave  all  her  heart  to 
Jesus,  and  felt  that  she  was  one  of  His 
lambs,  and  that  she  loved  her  Shepherd, 
and  the  Shepherd  loved  her.  One  day  she 
said,  "  Jesus  died  for  us,  and  we  ought  to 
love  Him,  and  we  do  love  Him,  don't  we, 
mamma  ?"  And  she  would  often  throw  her 
arms  around  her  mother's  neck,  and  say, 
"  Now  tell  me  about  Jesus !"  One  day  her 
mother  heard  her  saying,  earnestly,  "  Go 
away  I  go  away !"  and  asked  her  whom  she 
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was  talking  to.  "  I  was  telling  Satan  to  go 
away,"  said  she,  ''and  I  told  Jesus,  my 
Shepherd,  to  come  to  me." 

After  two  short  years  from  the  time 
she  had  learned  the  little  Psalm,  Clara 
passed  through  the  dark  valley.  Was  she 
afraid  ?  No  ;  she  feared  no  evil,  but  with 
a  happy  smile  kissed  her  father  and  mother 
"good-bye,"  and  her  spirit  sprang  into  the 
arms  of  Jesus,  and  nestled  lovingly  upon 
His  bosom.  And  although  many  tears  fell 
over  that  cold  little  form,  her  parents  knew 
that  her  soul  was  safe  through  the  valley, 
and  that  they  should  meet  Clara  again  upon 
the  other  side.     Yes, 

"  The  pearly  gates  were  opened, 
And  glowing  seraphs  smiled, 
And  with  their  tuneful  harp-strings 
"Welcomed  the  little  child. 

"  They  shouted  '  High  and  Holy ! 
A  child  has  entered  in ! 
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And  now  from  all  temptation 
A  soul  is  sealed  from  sin.' 

"  They  led  her  through  the  golden  streets. 
On  toward  the  King  of  kings, 
While  the  glory  fell  upon  her 
From  the  rustling  of  their  wings. 

"  The  Saviour  smiled  upon  her 
As  none  on  earth  had  smiled, 
And  heaven's  great  glory  shut  around 
The  little  earth-born  child. 

"  On  earth  they  missed  the  little  one. 
They  sighed  and  wept  and  sighed, 
And  wondered  if  another  such 
As  their's  had  ever  died, 

"  Oh,  had  they  seen  through  those  high  gates 
TJie  welcome  to  her  given, 
They  never  would  have  wished  their  child, 
Back  from  her  home  in  Heaven  !" 

Dear  children,  will  you  not  become  the 
lambs  of  Christ,  that  He  may  protect,  and 
feed,  and  comfort  you  while  you  live,  and 
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make  yoii  happy  witJi  Him  forever?  Oh, 
how  glad  Jesus  would  be  to  take  you  up  in 
His  arms  and  bless  you !  Hark !  do  you 
hear  that  voice?  Listen  a  moment  with  the 
ear  of  your  heart.  Is  not  some  one  calling 
you  ?  Don't  you  hear  Jesus  saying,  "  Suffer 
little  children  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid 
j;hem  not,  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of 
heaven"?  "I  love  them  that  love  me,  and 
they  that  seek  me  early  shall  find  me"?  It 
is  the  Good  Shepherd^  asking  you  to  become 
His  lambs !  Why  don't  you  fall  right  into 
His  arms  and  sing,  "  The  Lord  is  my  Shep- 
herd''f 

In  the  gospel  by  Luke,  Jesus  tells  us  a 
beautiful  parable  about  a  man  who  had  a 
hundred  sheep,  and  one  of  them  strayed 
away  and  was  lost.  What  did  he  do  ? 
leave  it  to  die  ?  No  ;  he  left  all  the  rest 
of  the  flock,  and  hastened  over  the  hills, 
and  through  the  valleys,  until  at  last  he 
found  it,  and  put  it  on  his  shoulders,  and 
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carried  it  all  the  way  back.  Then  he  called 
liis  neighbors  and  friends  together,  and  said 
to  them, ''  Rejoice  with  me,  for  I  have  found 
my  siieep  which  was  lost."  Now  Jesus  ex- 
plains this  parable  by  saying  that  in  the 
same  way  there  is  "joy  in  heaven  over  one 
sinner  that  repenteth." 

So,  when' one  of  these  children  becomes 
Christ's  lamb,  the  Lord  Jesus  says  to  His 
holy  angels,  "  Rejoice  with  me,  for  I  have 
found  my  lamb  which  was  lost !''  and  then 
they  all  strike  their  golden  harps,  and  sing 
together,  oh,  liow  sweetly,  over  the  glad 
news  tliat  a  child  has  given  its  heart  to 
God. 

Oh,  that  they  and  we  could  have  such 
glad  news  to  sing  over  now!  And  shall 
we  not? 


III. 

"  A  LITTLE. flock  !     So  calls  he  thee, 
Who  bought  thee  with  his  blood  ; 
A  little  flock, — disowned  of  men, 
But  owned  and  loved  by  God. 

"  But  the  chief  Shepherd  comes  at  length; 
Thy  feeble  days  are  o'er  ; 
No  more  a  handful  in  the  earth, 
A  little  flock  no  more. 

"  No  more  a  lily  among  thorns, 
"Weary,  and  faint,  and  few, 
But  countless  as  the  stars  of  heaven, 
Or  as  the  early  dew. 

"  Unfading  palms  they  bear  aloft ; 
Unfaltering  songs  they  sing ; 
Unending  festival  they  keep 
In  presence  of  their  King." 

6  '  (61) 


WM  «r0WEiti  iUfci. 


"Fear  not,  little  flock,  for  it  is  your  Father's  good  pleasure  to 
giye  you  the  Kingdom."— Luke  xii.  32. 


fN  a  great  wild  desert,  which  is  full  of 
howling  beasts,  there  lives  a  little  flock 
of  sheep  and  lambs.  They  often  tremble  for 
fear  that  they  will  be  torn  in  pieces  by  the 
fierce  lions  and  tigers  that  roar  angrily 
around  them,  and  glare  on  them  from  their 
dens,  but  they  press  close  up  to  the  Shepherd's 
side,  and  are  safe  from  harm.  And,  strange 
enough,  these  sheep  and  lambs  are  aU 
princes  ;  for  their  Shepherd  is  also  a  King, 
and  He  has  a  crown  and  a  kingdom  for 
every  one  of  them.  How  wonderful !  Who 
ever  heard  of  such  a  thing  as  sheep  and 
lambs  wearing  croivns  ? 

Now,  you  will  understand  what  I  have 

(63) 
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said,  when  I  tell  you  tliat  the  great  desert 
is  this  world,  and  the  wild  beasts  are  Satan 
and  wicked  men,  and  the  little  flock  are 
those  who  love  Jesus  Christ,  and  their  king- 
dom is  heaven.  So  that  our  text  means 
just  this — that  although  Christ's  friends  are 
very  few  and  small  and  weak,  and  there  is 
a  great  deal  to  make  them  afraid,  yet  they 
must  not  fear,  because  their  heavenly  Father 
will  be  sm-e  to  give  them  the  kingdom. 

Although  these  words  were  spoken  by 
Jesus  to  all  His  disciples,  whether  old  or 
young,  I  remember,  as  I  look  at  them,  that 
He  once  took  children  in  His  arms  and  said, 
"  Of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven  ;"  and 
I  know,  from  that  sweet  saying,  that  He 
means  this  message  just  as  much  for  the 
lambs  as  for  the  sheep.  And  so  I  think  I 
now  hear  His  kind  voice  saying  to  you  who 
are  his  friends,  "  Fear  not,  little  flock,  for  it 
is  your  Father's  good  pleasure  to  give  you 
the  kingdom." 
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Thos(3  children  that  love  the  Saviour  are 
a  ^'little  flock"  of  Jesus.  They  are  not 
only  small  and  weak  and  tender,  but  are 
also  little  in  numhers  as  well  as  in  size. 
Although  there  are  a  great  many  cliildren 
in  the  world,  how  few  there  are  who  love 
and  obey  God  !  I  wonder  how  many  of  the 
dear  children  who  read  these  pages  can 
say,/rom  tJie  heart,  "  The  Lord  is  my  Shep- 
herd." Only  a  very  few,  I  fear,  though  I 
wish  that  you  all  could  do  so  ;  for  none  are 
so  happy  as  the  little  flock  of  Christ.  As  I 
have  already  shown  you,  they  have  many 
pleasures  and  comforts  here  :  but  the  best 
of  all  is  this — that  they  are  to  be  crowned 
with  such  glory  hereafter. 

I.  As  we  now  listen  together  to  the  Sliep- 
herd's  kind  voice,  let  us  look,  flrst  of  all,  at 
the  iDvecious  gift  of  the  Father  which  He 
here  tells  us  of :  "  It  is  your  Father's  good 
pleasure  to  give  you  the  Mngdom" 
6^ 
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You  see  that  Christ  does  not  here  say^ 
"  a  kingdom,"  nor  tell  what  kind  of  a  king- 
dom it  is,  nor  where  it  is  ;  but  says,  "  the 
kingdom,"  as  if  there  were  only  one  worth 
having,  and  as  if  His  disciples  knew  all 
about  it  already.  What,  then,  can  it  be, 
and  where  is  it  to  be  found  ? 

You  will  not  find  it  on  the  map  of  this 
world.  You  will  see  there  the  kingdoms  of 
Great  Britain,  and  Spain,  and  Italy,  and  the 
empires  of  France,  and. Austria,  and  Russia  ; 
but  the  kingdom  of  Christ's  little  flock  is 
greater  and  more  glorious  than  all  those  of 
this  world  would  be  if  they  were  put  together. 
For  it  is  the  kingdom  of  Heaven,  where  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  has  His  splendid  throne 
at  the  right  hand  of  God  the  Fatlier,  and 
wliere  all  Christ's  friends  shall  live  and  reign 
forever.  The  Bible  tells  us  much  about  tliat 
land  of  beauty  and  of  glory ;  how  every 
one  who  is  there  is  crowned  with  a  golden 
crown,  and  plays  on  a   golden  harp,  and 
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sings  tlie  song  of  Moses  and  the  Lamb  ;  how 
they  are  all  clothed  in  white  robes,  and 
cany  palms  of  victory — -just  as  the  children 
in  Jerusalem  waved  the  branches  of  the 
palm  trees  when  they  sang,  "  Hosanna  to 
the  Son  of  David  ;"  liow  the  streets  are  of 
pure  gold,  and  the  walls  of  precious  stones, 
and  the  gates  of  pearl ;  how  there  are  no 
tears  there,  no  pain,  no  darkness,  no  sin,  no 
death  ;  and  how  the  bright,  beautiful  angels, 
with  their  shining  wings,  and  their  sweet 
voices,  make  every  heart  glad,  and  fill  the 
soft  air  with  their  music.  It  is  the  "  Father's 
House/'  where  there  are  "  many  mansions,'' 
and  where  Jesus  has  gone  to  "  prepare  a 
place  "  for  all  who  love  Him,  and  where  he 
is  leading,  step  by  step,  all  His  "  little  flock." 
Oh, 

"  Beautiful  Zion,  built  above  I 

Beautiful  eity  that  I  love  ! 

Beautiful  gates  of  pearly  white ! 

Beautiful  temple — God  its  light !" 
*'  There  shall  my  eyes  the  Saviour 


Ha>ite  to  this  kco-isenly  koine  xdth  meT 
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Do  you  rememljer  when,  within  a  few 
years,  the  Prince  of  Wales  came  across  the 
ocear.  to  visit  this  country  ?  A  gi^eat  many 
people  rushed  to  see  him,  and  the  newspapers 
were  full  of  what  he  said  and  did,  and  it 
seemed  as  if  men  could  think  and  talk  of  no- 
thing else.  And  why  was  all  this  ?  Because 
he  is  the  son  of  a  Queen,  and,  if  he  lives, 
will  some  day  have  a  Idngdom.  But  the 
people  need  not  have  gone  so  far  to  see  a 
prince.  If  they  had  looked  at  the  little 
flock  in  the  Sabbath-school,  or  church,  they 
could  have  seen  the  princes  of  Heaven,  the 
children  of  the  greatest  of  all  kings,  whose 
heads  shall  wear  brighter  crowns,  and  who 
shall  sit  on  more  glorious  thrones  than  were 
ever  dreamed  of  in  this  world.  But  they 
are  only  a  "  little  flock,"  and  the  world  does 
not  see  what  the  angels  see,  that  their  hea- 
venly Father  is  holding  out  a  rich  crown 
over  their  heads.  The  world  does  not 
crowd  to  look  at  you,  and  feast  you,  and 
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get  up  grand  processions  to  honor  you,  oh 
child  of  the  kingdom !  but  never  mind — 
Christ  says,  "  Ye  are  not  of  the  world,  even 
as  I  am  not  of  the  world,''  and,  "  Fear  not, 
little  flock,  for  it  is  your  Father's  good  plea- 
sure to  give  you  the  kingdom."  And  so, 
although  a  child  may  be  ever  so  poor,  and 
ragged,  and  despised,  and  his  heart  ready  to 
break  in  this  cold,  hard  world,  if  he  only  is 
one  of  the  "  flock,"  his  feet  shall  yet  enter 
the  pearly  gates  and  tread  the  golden  streets 
on  high,  and  his  heart  be  filled  with  all  the 
rich  joys  of  heaven. 

"  Well,  I  don't  know  as  I  was  ipade  for 
anything,"  said  a  poor  little  girl  one  day, 
when  she  thought  she  was  alone  by  the  road- 
side. She  had  a  miserable,  drunken  mother, 
and  her  brother,  who  should  have  been  kind 
to  her,  was  very  ugly  and  cruel.  And  the 
tears  trickled  down,  like  an  April  shower, 
under  her  little  sun-bonnet  that  she  tried 
to  pull  over  her  face  to  hide  them.     The 
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birds  were  singing  about  her,  and  the  sun 
shining,  and  the  little  brook  running  over 
the  stones,  and  the  flowers  giving  their 
sweet  perfume — all  seemed  made  for  some- 
thing, excepting  her,  she  thought.  And  she 
went  on  sobbing  to  herself,  "Mother  says 
I'm  always  in  the  way,  and  always  good  for 
nothing,  and  Will  scolds  me  all  day  ;  maybe 
I  was  not  made  for  anything.  I  don't  see 
what  I  was  put  in  tlie  world  for,  then.  I 
wish  I  never  had  been."  And  she  sat  down 
on  a  mossy  bank  by  the  side  of  the  road, 
and  cried  as  if  her  heart  would  break,  as 
she  said,  "  The  birds  and  everything  are 
made  for  something  ;  why  wasn't  I  ?  No,  I 
was  not  made  for  anything." 

"  Yes,  little  one,"  said  a  voice  above  her, 
"'  you  were  made  for  something.  You  were 
made  to  he  an  angel  in  Heaven^ 

What  voice  was  that  ?  Was  it  an  angel 
sent  down  from  God  to  comfort  the  poor 
girl  ?    No  ;  it  was  a  kind  lady ;  yet  one 
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whom  God  had  sent  to  cheer  His  weeping 
lamb.  The  little  girl  turned  her  sad  face 
toward  her  and  said,  "  Mother  says  I  was 
not  made  for  anything."  "  But  you  are," 
said  the  lady ;  "  you  are  made  to  be  a 
Kttle  angel  in  heaven."  "  But  where  is 
heaven ?"  she  asktd.  "Can  I  go  there 
now." 

And  then  the  lady  told  her  all  about  that 
happy  place  ;  and  how  the  blessed  Jesus 
had  left  His  throne  of  glory,  and  came  down 
upon  earth,  and  took  little  children  in  his 
arms  and  blessed  them  ;  and  how  he  died  a 
cruel  death,  that  they  might  become  little 
angels  in  heaven. 

Then  the  little  girl  dried  her  tears  and 
smiled,  as  she  asked,  "  And  can  I  be  a  little 
angel,  too  ?  Oh,  how  I  should  love  to  be 
one,  and  to  see  Jesus  !"  The  lady  told  her 
j?he  could,  if  she  would  love  Jesus  ;  and  she 
gave  her  a  Bible  that  told  her  all  about 
heaven,  and  how  she  C3uld  get  there  ;  and 
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when,  after  that,  lier  cruel  mother  called  her 
*'  a  good-for-nothing  thing,"  and  said  she 
was  "  not  made  for  anything,"  she  would 
say  softly  to  herself,  "  Yes,  I  was  made  to 
be  a  little  angel  in  heaven  f  and  when, 
sometimes,  she  went  to  bed  cold  and  hungry, 
she  would  look  up  to  thfe  stars  ;  she  thought 
they  were  bright,  just  like  heaven,  and  that 
perhaps  tlie  angels  were  looking  down  upon 
her,  and  would  some  day  come  and  take 
her  away,  to  be  an  aagel,  too,  in  heaven. 

And  so  you,  dear  little  flock  of  Jesus, 
were  "made  for  something" — made  to  be 
angels,  made  to  wear  crowns  of  glory  ;  and 
if  you  love  the  Lord  Jesus,  and  pray  to 
Him,  you  may  always  look  up  beyond  the 
stars,  and  no  matter  what  may  trouble  you, 
may  hear  the  Saviour's  voice  saying  to  you, 
''  Fear  not,  little  flock,  for  it  is  your  Father's 
good  pleasure  to  give  you  the  kingdom." 

n.  But  I  think  I  hear  one  of  you  saying, 
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How  sliall  I  get  there  ?  It  is  such  a  great, 
and  glorious,  and  holy  kingdom,  and  I  am 
so  poor,  and  weak,  and  sinful !  Well,  let 
me  now  show  you,  in  the  second  place,  how, 
if  you  love  Christ,  heaven  becomes  your 
kingdom.  What  says  our  text  ?  "  It  is  your 
Father's  good  pleasicre  to  give  you  the  king- 
dom." 

To  "  give  "  it  ?  Why,  then  we  have  not 
got  to  buy  it,  or  to  earn  it  in  any  way.  If 
your  father  makes  you  a  present,  although 
it  may  have  cost  him  ever  so  many  dollars, 
all  you  have  to  do  is  to  reach  out  your  hand 
and  take  it.  So  heaven  is  a  Father's  gift, 
and  Jesus  Christ  is  a  gift,  for  "  God  so  loved 
the  world  as  to  give  His  only  begotten  Son, 
that  whosoever  believeth  on  Him  might  not 
perish,  but  have  everlasting  life  " — that  is, 
might  have  the  kingdom  of  heaven.  AU 
the  riches  in  the  world  are  not  enough  to 
buy  one  of  those  crowns  or  harps  ;  all  your 
good  actions  could  not  buy  it ;  nor  all  your 
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tears,  although  you  should  mourn  over  year 
sins  forever.  But  the  blood  of  Christ,  which 
is  more  precious  than  all  worlds,  has  bought 
Heaven  for  our  souls.  The  good  Shepherd 
has  laid  down  His  life  for  the  little  flock,  and 
for  tlie  ShepJierd^s  sake  it  is  the  Father's  good 
pleasure  to  give  to  that  flock  "  the  kingdom.'^ 
All,  then,  that  you  have  to  do  is  to  come, 
with  sorrow  for  sin,  and  with  faith  in  the 
Lord  Jesus,  and  take  the  glorious  gift.  If 
you  wait  to  earn  it,  you  must  wait  for- 
ever. 

Once  there  was  an  Indian  and  a  white 
man,  who  both  began  to  seek  after  Heaven 
at  about  the  same  time.  The  Indian  very 
soon  had  a  good  hope  of  the  kingdom,  but 
the  white  man  was  a  long  time  without  any 
hope  at  all.  One  day  they  met,  and  he  said 
to  his  Indian  friend,  "  How  was  it  that  you 
found  comfort  so  much  sooner  than  I  did  ?'' 
"  Oh,  brother,"  said  the  Indian,  "  me  tell 
you.     There  come  along  a  rich  king.    He 
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say  He  give  you  new  coat.  You  look  at 
your  coat  and  say,  '  I  don't  know  ;  my  coat 
pretty  good.  I  think  it  will  do  a  little 
longer.'  He  then  offer  me  new  coat.  I 
look  on  my  old  blanket.  I  say,  '  This  good 
for  nothing.'  I  fling  it  right  away,  and  take 
the  beautiful  garment.  Just  so,  brother, 
you  think  you  pretty  well  off ;  you  want  to 
buy  Heaven  with  your  goodness ;  but  I, 
poor  Indian,  have  nothing,  and  so  I  glad  to 
take  it  all  as  a  gift." 

Yes  ;  we  must  all  come  like  that  poor 
Indian,  having  nothing — must  come  just  as 
we  are,  not  waiting  to  become  any  better, 
and  let  God  give  us  the  kingdom. 

For,  you  see  by  my  text  that  He  does  not 
give  it  because  we  are  good  and  holy,  but 
because  of  His  "  good  pleasure ;"  because 
He  thinks  best  to  give  it.  -And  is  it  not  a 
delightful  thought  that  it  is  a  pleasure  to 
God  to  give  away  the  crowns,  and  robes,  and 
harps  of  heaven  to  His  poor  little  flock,  and 
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that  He  is  just  as  happj'  in  giving  them  as 
we  can  be  in  receiving  them  ? 

III.  And  ought  not  this  thought,  (thirdly,) 
to  tal:e  away  all  our  fears  ?  0,  how  com- 
forting are  these  two  words  of  the  Shepherd 
to  His  little  flock,  the  children  of  the  king- 
dom, "  Fear  not.^' 

There  are  many  things  in  this  world  that 
are  apt  to  make  the  lambs  of  Jesus  tremble. 
There  are  sorrows  and  trials  that  almost 
break  the  heart ;  and  Satan,  like  a  roaring 
lion,  tries  to  devour  us  before  we  reach  the 
kingdom  ;  and  the  river  of  death  looks  dark 
and  frightful,  and  we  sometimes  almost  fear 
Ihat  we  can  never  get  to  that  "  shining 
shore."  All  tliis  shows  how  true  Paul's 
words  were  when  he  said  that  "  we  must 
through  much  tribulation  enter  into  the  king- 
dom of  God."  But  do  we  need  to  be  afraid  ? 
No  ;  for  we  have  an  Almighty  Father,  and 
it  is  His  good  pleasure  to  give  us  the  king- 
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dom,  and  nothing  can  prevent  Him  from 
doing  His  pleasure. 

Then  fear  not.  The  flock  may  be  ever  so 
"  little,"  but  God  is  very  great ;  and  heaven 
may  seem  a  great  way  off,  but  your  Shep- 
herd is  very  near.  And  the  way  may  seem 
hard  and  thorny,  but  Christ  will  give  you 
strength  to  travel  it.  And  when  death 
comes,  you  may  look  up  to  the  Shepherd,  as 
David  did,  and  say,  "  I  will  fear  no  evil,  for 
Thou  art  with  me." 

A  little  girl  whose  name  was  Lillie,  stood 
looking  up  to  the  sky  when  the  sun  was  set- 
ting. The  clouds  were  all  gold  and  crimson, 
such  as  you  have  sometimes  seen,  and  she 
said  to  her  mother,  ''  How  beautiful !  oh, 
how  I  should  like  to  be  away  up  there  with 
the  angels!"  The  mother  looked  up  and 
answered,  "  Yes,  darling,  the  clouds  are 
very  beautiful  to-night."  "  But,  mamma," 
said  Lillie,  "  do  you  know  what  makes  them 
beautiful  ?    I  do  ;  it  is  because  the  angels 
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are  in  thorn,  and  I  was  just  thinking  that 
when  I  died,  maybe  I  would  look  right  down 
here,  mamma,  sometime,  upon  you.  Say 
don't  you  think  I  will  ?" 

And  then  she  said,  "  Mamma,  I  want  to 
be  an  angel  ;  but  I  don't  want  to  die,  as 
little  Bessie  died,  and  be  put  into  the  cold 
ground.  You  won't  let  me  die,  and  be 
buried  up,  will  you,  mamma  ?" 

And  the  mother  wept  as  she  answered, 
"  When  tlie  SaYiour  calls  my  little  lamb,  I 
shall  haYe  to  giye  her  up.  You  would  be 
willing  to  go  to  Jesus,  and  never  be  sick  any 
more,  wouldn't  you,  darling  ?" 

"  Yes,  mamma,  if  He  would  take  me  right 
up  to  the  beautiful  sky  ;  but  oh,  mamma,  I 
don't  want  to  be  put  into  the  ground !" 

The  mother  kissed  her  trembling  child, 
and  said,  "  Don't  you  remember  the  littlo 
dark  root  which  you  saw  me  plant  right 
here  in  the  spring  ?" 

"  Yes,  mamma,  I  do  ;    it  came  up  with 
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two  lovely  green  leaves,  and  it  grew  up  into 
this  tall  slirub,  which  has  so  many  beautiful 
flowers  upon  it." 

"  So,"  said  the  mother,  "  we  must  die  and 
be  buried  up  in  the  cold  ground,  that  our 
spirits  may  rise  up  as  the  flowers  do  above 
the  earth,  in  beauty  and  purity  to  heaven. 
If  we  do  not  die,  my  child,  we  can  never  go 
to  heaven  to  live  with  Christ  and  the  angels." 

The  child  looked  for  an  instant  upon  the 
flowers,  and  then  exclaimed,  with  a  bright 
smile,  "  Oh,  mamma,  I  do  not  feel  afraid 
now  to  die  and  be  buried  up  in  the 
ground,  because  I  shall  rise  up  far  more 
beautiful  than  I  am  now,  to  live  away  up  in 
the  blue  sky  with  Christ  and  the  angels.'* 
And  when  at  last  her  blue  eyes  closed  in 
death,  she  whispered,  "Mamma,  I  am  not 
afraid  to  be  put  into  the  ground,  for  I  am 
going  to  be  an  angel." 

"Ah,  it  was  the  Shepherd's  kind  voice 
that  spoke  to  little  Lillie,  and  said  to  her 
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secret  soul,  "Fear  not,  for  it  is  your  Father's 
good  pleasm^e  to  give  you  the  kingdom." 

I  will  close  with  the  story  of  another  of 
Christ's  flock  who  was  not  afraid  to  die. 
He  was  a  poor  little  boy  who  had  to  work  in 
the  coal  mines  for  a  living.  One  day  the  gas 
in  the  mines  took  fire,  and  blew  up  every- 
thing around  it,  and  the  workmen  were 
buried  under  the  great  stones  that  it  threw 
upon  them.  The  people  at  the  top  went 
straight  to  work  to  find  their  dead  bodies, 
and  among  them  they  found  this  little  boy. 
There  was  a  painted  tin  box  by  his  side,  and 
a  rusty  nail,  and  on  the  box  were  these  words 
which  he  had  scratched  there  with  the  nail 
in  the  dark,  when  he  felt  himself  .dying : 
"  Fret  not,  dear  mother,  for  we  were  singing 
while  we  had  time,  and  praising  God. 
Mother,  follow  God  more  than  ever  I  did." 
On  the  other  side  of  the  box  he  wrote, 
"  Johnny,  farewell !  Be  a  good  boy  to  God 
and  thy  mother." 
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When  his  mother  read  those  words,  she 
knew  that  her  dear  boy  had  not  been  afraid 
to  die. 

Oh,  dear  children,  Christ  can  take  away 
this  and  every  other  fear  from  every  one  of 
you,  if  you  will  only  become  the  lambs  of 
His  little  flock !  Will  you  not  do  so,  that 
we  may  go  on  together  to  the  kingdom,  so 
that  when,  at  last,  "the  dead,  small  and 
great,  shall  stand  before  God,"  we  may  all, 
parents  and  children,  teachers  and  scholars, 
pastor  and  people,  hear  that  voice,  "  Come, 
ye  children  of  my  Father,  inherit  the  king- 
dom prepared  for  you  from  the  foundation 
of  the  world  r 


IV. 

iftie  Muuq  &>m&L 

Take  thy  staff,  0  pilgrim, 
Haste  thee  on  thy  way  ; 

Let  the  morrow  find  thee 
Farther  than  to-day. 

'  If  thou  seek  the  city 

Of  the  Golden  Street, 

Pause  not  on  thy  pathway. 

Rest  not,  weary  feet, 

'  In  the  heavenly  journey 
Press  with  zeal  along : 
Resting  will  but  weary, 
Running:  make  thee  strong.' 
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"Wilt  thou  not  from  this  time  cry  unto  me,  My  Father,  Thou 
art  the  Guide  of  my  youth?" — jEREiiLiii  iii.  4. 


|::;jNCE  tliere  was  a  little  boy,  only  five 
years  old,  who  had  disobeyed  his 
mother.  After  he  had  gone  to  bed  at 
night,  she  went  softly  to  his  room  to  talk 
with  him  about  it,  but  she  found  that  he 
had  been  tli inking  of  his  wicked  heart,  and 
felt  very  sorry  for  what  he  had  done.  For, 
as  soon  as  he  saw  her  coming,  he  said, 
"  Mother,  I  wish  I  was  in  heaven."  "  Why 
so,  my  dear  boy  ?"  asked  his  mother.  "  Be- 
cause," said  he,  "then  I  should  knoiv  ilmt  I 
should  go  to  heaven,  and  now^  I  don't 
know." 

And  has  not  this  thought  sometimes 
crossed  your  minds — what  a  sweet,  happy 
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thing  it  would  be  to  hioiu  that  when  the 
short  journey  of  life  is  over,  and  this  body 
dies,  my  spirit  will  rest  forever  in  God's 
beautiful  home  ? 

Now  a  voice  comes  to  you  from  that 
home  in  the  skies,  and  your  kind,  loving 
heavenly  Father  asks  you  in  my  text,  to  let 
Him  lead  yoa  to  the  happy  land.  You  see 
He  asks  you  a  very  solenm  question  ;  and  it 
is  one  that  He  expects  you  each  one  to 
answer  :  "  Wilt  tliou  not  from  this  time  cry 
unto  me, '  My  Father,  Tliou  art  the  guide  of 
my  youth  ?" 

I.  That  I  may  help  you  to  answer  this 
question,  let  me  now  show  you,  in  the  first 
place,  Jioio  much  you  all  iwed  a  guide. 

When  men  are  tavelling  in  the  far  East, 
over  the  burning  sands  of  tlie  desert,  (where 
there  arc  no  railroads  or  stage  coaches  such 
as  we  have,)  they  go  in  caravans — that  is,  a 
groat  many  of  them  together.  Sometimes 
there   will    be   hundreds   of    persons,   and 
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thousands  of  camels,  tliat  stretch  out  in  a 
loug  line  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see.  But 
whether  there  are  many  or  few,  they  are 
always  sure  to  have  one  man  going  before 
them  whom  they  call  the  Jajheer,  or  guide. 
If  any  company  of  travellers  should  think 
of  going  over  the  desert  without  him,  they 
would  be  as  foolish  as  if  we  were  to  try  to 
travel  in  the  railroad  cars  without  a  con- 
ductor or  engineer ;  and  they  would  be 
almost  sure  to  get  lost  by  the  way.  This 
guide  must  be  one  who  knows  all  about  the 
country  through  which  they  are  to  pass. 
He  must  be  able  to  tell  when  the  dreadful 
simoom,  or  hot  wind  is  rising,  so  that  they 
may  be  able  to  prepare  for  it.  He  must 
know  where  the  sands  are  most  firm,  and 
where  they  are  shifting,  so  that  the  men 
and  beasts  may  not  sink  in  them.  He  must 
know  all  about  the  wells  and  springs  by  the 
way,  where  they  may  drink,  and  not  die  of 
thirst ;  and  where  the  little  oases,  that  is, 
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the  grassy  restmg-spots,  are  found.  And  he 
must  be  a  man  who  kno^ys  the  tribes  of 
Arabs,  and  can  keep  them  from  robbing  the 
caravan.  Every  one  follows  and  obeys  this 
guide,  until  he  has  led  them  safe  to  the  jour- 
ney's end. 

Now,  I  see  before  me  a  little  caravan; 
a  company  of  travellers.  And  where  are 
you  going?  To  eternity.  Some  of  these 
little  feet  have  only  begun  the  journey, 
others  have  been  longer  on  the  way.  Now 
and  then  one  has  dropped  down  by  your 
side,  and  you  have  seen  them  no  more ; 
they  have  reached  the  journey's  end  before 
you.  But  just  as  fast  as  the  minutes  fly, 
you  are  all  going  on — on  to  another  world. 

And,  like  the  travellers  over  the  desert, 
do  you  not  need  a  guide?  Oh,  yes,  for 
there  are  many  dangers  before  you.  There 
are  many  wrong  paths  that  do  not  lead  to 
heaven,  but  lead  far  away  from  it ;  paths 
pleasant  to  look  upon,  but  oh,  their  end  is 
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misery  and  death.  See  that  boy  who  is 
breaking  the  holy  Sabbath,  or  who  is  learn- 
ing to  lie,  or  steal,  or  swear.  He  has  got 
into  the  wrong  path,  because  he  has  no' 
guide.  See  that  girl  who  disobeys  her 
parents,  or  who  forgets  to  read  her  Bible, 
or  pray  to  God.  She  is  in  the  wrong  patli : 
she  needs  a  guide.  See  that  man  who  is 
now  in  jail  for  murdering  another  man  ;  do 
you  think  his  hand  could  have  done  such  a 
wicked  thing,  if,  when  he  was  young,  he 
had  put  it  into  the  hand  of  the  heavenly 
Father,  and  said,  "  Thou  art  the  Guide  of 
my  youth"?  And  you  are  so  weak,  and 
Satan  is  so  strong,  and  he  is  trying  so  hard 
to  lead  your  steps  away  from  God  and 
heaven,  and  to  trip  you  up,  now  by  one  sin, 
and  now  by  another — oh,  those  little  feet 
cannot  go  alone  through  this  wicked  world 
to  heaven.  When  you  try  to  look  up  and 
sing  of  that  "  happy  land,"  do  you  not  have 
to  say  that  it  is  ''far,  far  aicaij  "  ?  it  seems 
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SO  distant,  and  sin  and  Satan  are  so  near ; 
it  seems  so  hard  to  reach,  and  the  wrong 
way  seems  so  easy ! 

Yes,  my  little  pilgrims,  you  need,  and 
we  all  need,  a  strong,  and  loving,  and 
wise  Guide:  one, stronger  than  any  man, 
and  who  loves  us  so  well  that  He  will 
take  us  by  the  hand,  and  never  let  us 
go  away  from  Him  ;  one  who  knows  where 
the  springs  of  living  water  are  ;  one  who 
can  lift  you  over  the  bad  places,  and  lead 
your  tired  feet  to  pleasant  resting  -  spots, 
and  who  can  guide  you  to  the  heavenly 
home,  and  not  let  you  get  lost  by  the 
way. 

But  is  there  anywhere  such  a  guide  as 
this  for  little  pilgrims  ?  Yes  ;  and  see,  He 
offers  Himself  to  you  in  our  text,  and  asks 
you  to  make  Him  your  Guide. 

II.  I  have  shown  you  how  much  you  all 
need  Him,  and  now  the  second  thing  I  wish 
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to  say  is,  tliat  your  heavenly  Father  is  just 
the  Guide  that  you  ivant. 

Suppose  you  were  in  a  strange  place,  a 
great  way  off  from  your  home,  and  some 
one  you  had  never  seen  or  heard  of  before 
should  offer  to  take  you  to  your  father's 
house.  You  would  say,  "  Can  I  trust  him  ? 
How  do  I  know  but  that  he  will  deceive 
me  and  take  me  where  I  shall  never  see  my 
father's  face  again?"  But  if  your  father 
himself  should  come,  then  you  would  feel 
safe ;  and  although  the  way  might  seem 
new,  and  it  might  be  so  dark  that  you  could 
not  see  where  you  were  going,  you  would  only 
keep  holding  his  hand  the  more  tightly,  know- 
ing that  he  would  be  sure  to  lead  you  home. 

It  is  the  same  with  God.  He  is  your 
Father  in  Heaven,  and  He  comes  down  to 
your  heart  and  says,  "  My  poor,  dear  child, 
you  are  lost.  You  are  a  great  way  off  from 
your  Father's  house.  But  I  love  you  still, 
and  I  want  you  to  come  to  my  happy  home. 
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Give  me  that  wicked  heart,  and  I  will  make 
it  good,  and  fit  it  to  live  with  angels.  Only- 
do  as  I  tell  you  to  do,  follow  where  I  lead, 
and  trust  me  all  the  time,  and  I  will  bring 
you  safe  home  again. 

Can  you  not  trust  Him  ?  Who  knows  so 
much  about  Heaven  as  God  who  has  always 
lived  there  ?  Whose  eye  can  so  watch  over 
you,  and  see  every  danger  in  your  way,  and 
see  everything  that  Satan  does  to  harm  you  ? 
What  arm  is  so  strong  to  help  you  in  your 
weakness  ?  and  what  heart  is  so  kind  and 
pitying  as  that  of  the  Father  in  Heaven  ? 

Once  there  was  a  strong  ship  sailing  over 
the  ocean,  when  a  terrible  storm  came  on. 
The  winds  blew,  and  the  great  waves 
dashed  hard  against  the  vessel,  and  the 
tall  masts  cracked,  and  the  passengers  were 
very  much  frightened,  for  they  thought  that 
they  were  all  going  down  to  the  bottom 
of  the  sea.  But  one  brave  boy  was  there, 
and  the  rest  all  wondered  why  his  cheek 
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did  not  turn  pale  as  the  others',  nor  any 
tears  come  into  his  bright  eye.  They  asked 
him  if  he  was  not  afraid  of  the  dreadful 
storm  ;  "  No  ;"  said  he  "  for  my  father's  at 
the  hehny  His  father  was  guiding  the  ship, 
and  he  trusted  in  that  father's  skill,  and  felt 
that  he  knew  how  to  guide  it  right,  so  as  to 
bring  them  all  safe  to  the  shore.     ' 

Now  this  life  is  like  a  great  sea,  and  we 
are  all  sailing  over  it — 

"  Out  on  the  ocean  all  boundless  we  ride," 

but  oh,  are  we  all  "  homeivard  bound  V  I 
hope  that  some  of  us  are  \  but  that  "  shining 
shore  "  of  heaven  is  hard  to  reach,  and  none 
can  get  there  who  try  to  guide  the  ship 
themselves.  But  if  you  can  say,  ''^  My 
Father's  at  the  helm,^^  then,  like  the  boy  I 
have  told  you  of,  you  need  fear  nothing; 
for  He  can  guide  you  through  the  waves  ; 
and  tliough  now  you  say, 
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"  "Wildly  the  storm  sweeps  us  on  as  it  roars ; 
Look  !  yonder  lie  the  bright  heavenly  shores  1* 

And  soon  you  sliall  sing, 

"  Into  the  harbor  of  heaven  now  we  glide, 
We're  home  at  last ; 
Softly  we  drift  o'er  its  bright  silver  tide, 
We're  home  at  last  ! 

Glory  to  God  !  all  our  dangers  are  o'er, 
We  stand  secure  on  the  glorified  shore  ! 
Glory  to  God  !  we  will  shout  evermore — 
We're  home  at  last  P' 

Oh,  blessed  home  for  wearied  souls  !  Oh, 
kind  and  loving  Father  who  guides  us  to  it ! 
Wilt  thou  not  from  this  time  cry  unto  Him, 
^'- My  Father,    Thou  art  the  Guide  of  my 

Youthr 

Thus  a  dear  little  boy  in  the  city  of  Bos- 
ton had  learned  to  say  to  God.  He  was 
very  sick,  and  one  night  he  saw  something 
so  very  beautiful,  so  like  heaven,  that  when 
he  told  it  to  his  parents  they  thought  that 
God  must  have  given  him  a  little  sight  of 
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that  happy  world  before  he  reached  it.  He 
was  very  luiich  delighted  with  what  he  saw, 
but  while  he  was  looking  at  it  with  his 
mind,  there  seemed  to  rise  up  some  great 
mountains  between  him  and  heaven,  hiding 
it  from  his  sight.  This  was  very  sad,  but  in 
a  moment  his  face  brightened  up  again,  and 
he  said,  "  A  strong  man  will  carry  me  over 
the  mountains  V  Ah,  he  knew  that  his 
Guide  was  with  him,  and  that  he  was  strong 
enough  to  take  his  spirit  right  up  over  the 
mountain  of  death  to  the  happy  home  be- 
3^ond.  Then  he 'asked  his  father  and  mother 
to  go  up  luith  him,  and  threw  his  arms 
about  a  young  friend's  neck,  and  tried  to 
lift  her,  as  if  he  would  pull  her  up  with  him 
from  this  world  to  heaven.  But  it  was  not 
yet  time  for  her  to  go,  although  she  fol- 
lowed him  in  a  few  days  ;  and  he  went  up 
alone — no,  not  alone,  for  his  Guide  was  with 
him,  and  the  dear  child  was  soon  in  the 
bosom  of  its  heavenly  Father. 
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And  there  are  many  other  cliildren  and 
youth  who  have  said  to  God,  "  Thou  art  my 
Guide,"  and  their  Father  is  leading  them, 
a  happy  flock,  "  in  ways  of  pleasantness 
and  paths  of  peace."  They  cry,  "Our 
Father  which  art  in  heaven  ;"  and  He  says, 
"  Ye  shall  be  My  sons  and  daughters,  saith 
the  Lord  Almighty."  They  cry,  "  Keep  us 
from  temptation,  and  deliver  us  from  evil," 
and  He  sends  His  angels  to  encamp  around 
them,  and  sends  His  Holy  Spirit  to  keep 
them  from  sinning.  And  a  great  many  of 
these  children  of  God  are  growing  up  to  be 
holy  men  and  women,  and  they  make  one 
large,  happy  family,  and  God  is  all  the  time 
bringing  them  home.  Soon  our  turn  will 
come.  Oh,  let  us  be  ready,  and  let  us  feel 
every  day  that  God  is  guiding  our  feet  to 
Himself.     Let  us  look  up  and  sing, 


I'm  a  pilgrim  and  I'm  a  stranger, 
I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night. 
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There's  the  city  to  which  I  journey  ; 

My  Redeemer,  my  Redeemer  is  its  light. 
There  is  no  sorrow  nor  any  sighing, 
Nor  any  tears  there,  nor  any  dying." 

ni.  But  it  is  time  that  I  tell  you,  in  the 
third  place,  How  the  Father  guides  His 
Cliildren  through  this  world  to  heaven. 

Do  you  say,  God  is  a  great  way  off.  I 
cannot  see  His  face,  or  hear  His  voice,  or 
feel  his  strong  hand  in  mine — how,  then, 
oan  He  be  my  Guide  ? 

It  is  true  that  you  cannot  see  Him  with 
these  eyes,  nor  hear  Him  with  these  ears, 
but  is  not  God  all  the  time  speaking  to  the 
ear  of  your  heart  ?  Do  you  not  sometimes, 
when  you  feel  like  doing  wrong,  hear  a 
little  voice  in  your  soul  that  says,  ''  Don^t 
you  do  it — it's  wicked !"  That  is  one  of 
God's  voices.  We  call  it  conscience.  A 
man  without  a  conscience  would  be  like  a 
ship  without  a  rudder,  that  goes  just  as  the 
winds  and  waves  carry  it,  and  that  is  sure  to 
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be  dashed  to  pieces.  Oh,  never  disobey 
that  voice  within  jou,  for  it  is  one  of  the 
ways  by  which  God  tries  to  guide  you  to 
heaven. 

But  we  want  another  and  a  stronger  voice 
than  this,  and  we  have  got  it.  How  is  God 
speaking  to  you  in  my  text  ?  Why,  out  of 
the  Bible.  This  is  as  much  God's  word  to 
you  and  me  as  if  we  could  see  Him  here  in 
all  His  glory,  or  stood  before  His  throne 
and  heard  it  from  his  lips.  And  when  you 
read  in  your  Bibles,  "  Remember  now  thy 
Creator,  in  the  days  of  thy  youth  ;"  "  They 
that  seek  me  early  shall  find  me,"  and  those 
words  of  Jesus,  "  Suffer  little  children  to 
come  unto  me  " — then  God  is  showing  you 
the  way  to  heaven.  Oh,  love  your  Bibles  I 
read  and  study  them  every  day  !  Try  to  be 
full  of  the  Bible,  and  it  will  be  to  you  just 
as  it  was  to  David,  when  he  said,  "  Thy 
word  is  a  lamp  to  my  feet  and  a  light  to  my 
path."     That  is,  if  your  way  seems  ever  so 
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dark,  the  Bible  will  make  it  light  again, 
and  keep  your  feet  from  stumbling. 

I  wish  you  could  love  your  Bibles  as  two 
little  boys  did,  who  lived  in  London.  Their 
father  and  mother  both  died,  and  they  had 
no  longer  any  home.  So  they  put  their 
clothes  in  two  little  bundles,  and  started  off 
to  walk  to  Liverpool,  a  great  many  miles 
away,  where  they  had  an  uncle  living. 
After  they  had  walked  all  day,  they  came 
to  a  lodging-house,  and  asked  the  keeper  if 
they  might  sleep  there,  for  they  had  no 
money  to  pay  him  with.  But  the  smallest 
of  the  two  boys  had  a  Bible  in  his  pocket, 
and  the  keeper  said  to  him,  '•  You  have  no 
money,  and  no  meat.  Will  you  sell  me  this 
Bible  ?  I  will  give  you  five  shillings  for 
it."  The  tears  rolled  down  the  poor  boy's 
cheeks,  and  he  said,  "  No  ;  I'll  starve  first." 
"  Why,"  said  the  man,  "  do  you  love  this 
Bible  so  much?  What  has  it  done  for 
you?"    And  then  the  boy  said,  "  When  I 
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was  about  seven  years  old,  I  became  a  Sun- 
day scholar  in  London.  I  soon  learned  to 
read  my  Bible.  It  showed  me  that  I  was  a 
sinner,  and  a  great  one,  too.  It  also  pointed 
me  to  my  Saviour,  and  I  thank  God  that  I 
have  found  mercy  at  the  hands  of  Christ." 
Then  the  man,  to  try  him  still  farther,  offered 
him  six  shillings  for  the  Bible.  "  No,"  said 
he,  "  it  has  been  my  support  all  the  way 
from  London.  Hungry  and  tired,  I  have 
often  sat  down  by  the  way-side  to  read  my 
Bible,  and  have  found  refreshment  from  it." 
"  Well,"  said  the  man,  "  but  what  will  you 
do  when  you  get  to  Liverpool,  if  your  uncle 
should  refuse  to  take  you  in  ?"  His  answer 
was  a  noble  one  :  "  My  Bible  tells  me  that 
'when  my  father  and  my  mother  forsake 
me,  then  the  Lord  will  take  me  up.'  "  Of 
course,  the  keeper  o  the  house  gave  the 
poor  boys  their  lodging,  and  the  next 
morning  they  set  out  early  on  their  jour- 
ney. 
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Now,  just  as  this  young  traveller  sat  .down 
by  the  roadside,  and  found  such  comfort  in 
the  Bible,  when  he  was  weary,  so  you,  "  pil- 
grims and  strangers,"  may  find  sweet  comfort 
in  it  all  along  your  way  to  the  celestial  city. 
Whenever  you  read  its  pages,  your  heavenly 
Father  will  talk  with  you,  and  show  you  just 
the  path  in  which  He  wants  you  to  go.  If 
you  will  only  love  and  obey  your  Guide- 
book, it  will  be  sure  to  keep  you  in  the  way 
of  life. 

lY.  But  there  are  three  very  important 
words  in  my  text  that  we  must  not  forget — 
"  from  this  time."  "  Wilt  thou  not  from 
this  time  cry  unto  Me,  '  My  Father,  Thou 
art  the  Guide  of  my  youth  V  " 

What  does  this  mean  ?     Why,  that  you 

must  not  wait  till  to-morrow,  or  next  week, 

or  next  year,  to  make  God  your  Guide  ;  but 

that  now^  just  when  God  speaks  to  you  in 

9* 
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His  word,  is  the  time  to  give  your  heart  up 
to  Him,  and  say,  TJiou  art  my  Guide  ! 

And  why  should  you  not  do  this  ?  Can 
you  give  any  good  reason  why  you  should 
let  Satan  keep  you  back  from  Him  any 
longer  ?  I  know  you  camiot.  But  I  know, 
and  you  know,  that  there  are  the  best  of 
reasons  why  you  should  come  to  Him  to-day. 
Oh,  there  are  very  many  men  and  women 
who  would  tell  you  that  their  most  bitter 
sorrow  is,  that  they  did  not  give  themselves 
to  God  when  they  were  as  young  as  you  are. 
They  feel  as  the  poet  felt,  when  he  wrote 
that  prayer, 

"  Restore  my  youth  to  me  !  0  God,  restore 
My  morn  of  life  !  Oh,  Father,  he  my  Guide, 
And  let  me  choose  my  path  once  more  !" 

But  they  cannot  choose  it  again,  for  we  have 
only  one  life  here.  But  you  can  to-day 
choose  your  path,  and  choose  your  Guide. 
To-morrow  may  be  too  late. 
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God  is  waiting  for  your  answer.  What 
do  you  say  ?  Oh,  "  wilt  thou  not  from  this 
time  " — yes,  from  this  moment^  cry  unto 
Him,  "  My  Father,  Thou  art  the  Guide  of  my 
Youth  P' 


V. 


"  This  life  is  a  battle  with  Satan  and  sin. 
And  we  are  the  soldiers,  the  victory  to  win ; 

And  Christ  is  the  Captain  of  our  little  band ; 
Whatever  opposes,  for  Him  we  will  stand. 

"  To  God,  for  our  armour,  we'll  fail  not  to  go. 
He'll  clothe  us  with  truth  and  with  righteousness  too, 

The  "  gospel  of  peace  "  shall  our  footsteps  attend. 
The  good  "  shield  of  faith  "  from  all  harm  shall  defend. 

"  Though  little  temptations  (the  worst  ones  of  all) 
Will  often  beset  us,  to  make  us  to  fall. 

We'll  "  stand  up  for  Jesus, "  and,  when  life  is  o'er, 
For  us  He'll  be  standing  on  Jordan's  bright  shore.  " 
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"  And  he  commaiided  the  most  mighty  men  that  were  in  his 
army  to  bind  Shadrach,  Meshech  and  Abednego,  and  to  cast 
them  into  the  burning  fiery  furnace."'— Daniel  iii.  20. 


lUPPOSE  that  some  great,  wicked 
heathen  king  should  come  with  his 
soldiers  to  our  pleasant  homes,  and  burn 
our  houses,  and  carry  us  away  to  his  own 
country — taking  these  dear  children  away 
from  their  parents,  and  the  parents  away 
from  their  children,  so  that  we  should  never 
see  each  others  faces  any  more — how  very 
sad  we  all  should  feel ! 

Now  if  you  read  the  fii'st  chapter  of  this 
book  of  Daniel,  you  will  find  a  very  in- 
teresting story  of  four  little  boys,  who, 
when  they  were  children,  were  carried  far 
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away  from  Jerusalem,  their  home,  to  the 
great  city  of  Babylon,  by  the  king  Nebu- 
chadnezzar. 

And  what  did  he  do  with  them  ?  I  sup- 
pose a  great  many  of  the  poor  Jews  were 
made  servants  and  slaves,  and  were  very 
unhappy.  They  sat  down  by  the  rivers  of 
Babylon,  and  hung  their  harps  upon  the 
willow  trees  that  grew  along  the  banks,  and 
wept  when  they  remembered  Zion.  They  . 
could  not  sing  as  they  used  to  do  at  home, 
for  "  How,"  they  asked,  "  shall  we  sing  the 
Lord's  song  in  a  strange  land  ?" 

But  this  was  just  what  God  hod  told  them 
would  happen  if  they  did  not  obey  him. 
And  do  you  not  think  they  felt  sorry  enough 
for  their  sins,  when  they  found  themselves 
carried  away  into  that  strange,  wicked 
country  ? 

But  what  became  of  the  four  Utile  hoys  ? 
I  hear  you  ask.  Well,  God  took  good 
care  of  them,  for  they  had  learned  to  love 
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God ;  and,  as  they  were  very  beautiful 
and  bright,  they  were  taken  right  to  the 
king's  house ;  and  the  king  gave  them 
wise  teachers,  and  told  them  to  study 
hard  for  three  years,  and  then  come  to 
him,  and  he  would  find  out  by  that  time 
what  they  were  good  for. 

The  three  years  soon  passed  away,  and 
then  came  their  examination  -  day ;  and 
when  they  stood  before  the  king,  and 
answered  the  hard  questions  that  were  put 
to  them,  he  found  them,  the  Bible  says,  "  ten 
times  better  than  all  the  magicians  and 
astrologers,"  that  is,  all  the  wise  and  learned 
men  "  that  were  in  his  realm."  And  how 
did  these  boys  come  to  know  so  much?  Ahl 
they  were  2^^^<^ying  children,  and  "  God  gave- 
them  knowledge  and  skill  in  all  learning 
and  wisdom."  They  studied  hard,  and  they 
prayed  hard  ;  and  I  am  sure  that  any  boy 
or  girl  who  tries  to  learn,  and  all  the  time 


110  LITTLE    CROWNS, 


asks  God  for  help,  will  grow  up  to  be  a 
wise  man  or  woman. 

Now,  one  of  these  four  boys  was  Daniel, 
•  the  one  who  was  afterwards  thrown  into 
the  lion's  den  because  he  prayed  to  God, 
3ind  came  out  without  being  hurt ;  and  the 
tother  three  are  the  ones  spoken  of  in  my 
text,  who  were  thiown  into  a  fiery  furnace. 
And  this  is  the  way  it  happened  : 

The  king  Nebuchadnezzar  was  what  we 
call  a  JieatJien^ — that  is,  one  who  worships 
idols  that  are  made  by  the  hands  of  men, 
instead  of  worshipping  the  true  God — and 
so  were  all  his  people.  Well,  the  king  had 
a  great  graven  image  made,  all  covered 
over  with  gold,  and  it  was  ninety  feet  high, 
so  that  it  could  be  seen  a  great  way  oS ; 
and  then  he  had  a  band  of  music  standing 
near  it,  and  told  all  the  people  that  when 
they  heard  the  band  playing  they  must  fall 
down  on  the  ground  and  worship  it ;  and 
:t]iat  if  anv  of  them  did  not  do  this,  they 
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Bliould  be  cast  into  a  burning  fiery  furnace. 
The  people  did  not  know  any  better,  (poor 
souls,  they  had  never  heard  about  the  true 
God,)  and  so,  when  the  music  sounded,  they 
fell  flat  on  the  ground  and  worshipped  the 
golden  image.  But  did  these  three  boys, 
(who  had  now  grown  up  to  be  young  men,) 
bow  down  before  it  ?  No ;  they  had  not 
forgotten  the  second  commandment  which 
their  mothers  had  taught  them  when  they 
were  little  children,  and  although  they 
knew  the  king  would  be  angry,  and  have 
them  thrown  into  the  furnace  of  fire,  they 
stood  right  up  upon  their  feet ;  for  they 
feared  God  more  than  man.  And  as  soon 
as  the  king  heard  of  it,  he  called  them 
before  him  and  asked  why  they  had  not 
worshipped  the  image.  But  they  were  not 
afraid,  because  they  knew  that  they  were 
doing  right ;  and  they  answered  him,  "  Our 
God  whom  we  serve  is  able  to  deliver  us 
from    the   burning    fiery  furnace,  and   He 
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will  deliver  iis  out  of  thine  hand,  0  king." 
Was  not  that  a  noble  answer?  But  the 
king  became  very  angry,  and  told  his  ser- 
vants to  heat  the  furnace  seven  times  hotter 
than  it  v\'as  before,  and  to  throw  these  men 
right  into  it.  Oh,  how  awfully  wicked 
and  cruel  men  can  become  who  do  not 
love  and  serve  God!  Babylon  was  like 
"  the  dark  places  of  the  earth  "  that  David 
speaks  of,  which  he  says  are  "  full  of  the 
habitations  of  cruelty.''^  And  oh!  there 
are  a  great  many  such  places  in  the  world 
now ;  and  I  am  glad  that  you  are  every 
Sabbath  bringing  your  pennies  to  send 
them  the  Bible  and  the  missionary  that 
they  may  be  made  better,  and  taught  to 
throw  away  their  images  and  worship  the 
true  God.  Give  all  you  can,  pray  all  you 
can ;  for  there  are  a  great  many  people 
bowing  down  to-day  before  idols  that  their 
hands  have  made,  and  calling  them  their 
gods  ! 
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Did  you  ever  look  into  the  furnace 
where  they  melt  the  Jiarcl  iron,  and  see 
the  hot  flames  Ijlazing  so  furiously,  and 
the  iron  poured  out  like  red  hot  water? 
I  do  not  think  you  would  like  to  go  very 
near  to  such  a  fire  as  that.  And  if  any  one 
were  to  be  thrown  riglit  into  it,  how  awful 
it  would  be !  Only  think  of  it  —  to  be 
burned  to  death  I  Why,  if  you  happen  to 
burn  your  finger  you  think  it  is  pretty  hard 
to  bear ;  but  it  was  not  the  hands  or 
fingers,  but  the  whole  bodies  of  these  young 
men  that  were  cast  into  the  furnace  !  and 
the  fire  was  so  hot  that  the  men  who  threw 
them  in  were  burned  to  death  for  coming 
so  near  to  it. 

But  Avhat  became  of  these  three  who 
were  thrown  in?  I  will  toll  you.  The 
king  came  as  near  as  he  dared  to,  and 
looked  into  the  furnace,  and  £aw  a  wonder- 
ful sight.  There  they  were  walking  through 
the  fire,  the  flames  blaziiig  fiercely  all  around 
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tliem,  but  neither  tlieir  clothes  nor  their 
hair  was  even  singed  by  it ;  and  most  won- 
derful of  all,  though  only  three  were  cast 
in,  now  there  were  /o?/r— and  tlie  fourth 
was  an  angel  of  God.  And  then  the  king 
told  them  to  come  out  from  the  fire  ]  and  he 
worsliipped  the  God  who  had  saved  them, 
and  told  the  people  that  if  any  of  them 
should  say  anything  against  the  God  of  the 
Jews,  they  should  be  killed ;  and  he  made 
these  three  young  men  greater  and  more 
honored  in  his  kingdom  than  they  had  ever 
been  before. 

Now  there  are  several  things  that  this 
story  teaches  us.  * 

I.  The  first  is  this  :     That  ice  ought  to 
serve  God,  no  matter  ivhat  happens  to  us. 

These  young  men  might  have  said, 
'^  There  cannot  be  much  harm  in  just  bow- 
ing down  to  the  ground  and  rising  again,  if 
it  will  save  us  from  being-  burned  to  death."- 
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But  tliey  knew  that  it  was  wronc/,  and 
conscience  kept  telling  them,  God  says, 
"  Thou  shalt  have  no  other  gods  before  me." 
"  Thou  slialt  not  make  unto  thee  any  graven 
image."  "  Thou  slialt  not  bow  down  to 
them  nor  worship  them."  And  this  was 
enougli ;  and  if  they  had  a  thousand  lives 
to  lose  instead  of  one,  they  ought  not  to 
have  disobeyed  the  commandment  of  God. 

But  I  have  seen  people,  and  perhaps  you 
have  too,  who  were  a/raid  to  do  ivhat  was 
right,  for  fear  that  they  might  suffer  for  it. 
Not  that  there  was  any  danger  of  their 
being  thrown  into  the  fiery  furnace,  but 
then  somebody  would  laugh  at  tliem,  or  be 
angry  with  them  ;  and  all  the  time  they  do 
not  seem  to  remember  that  "  God^  is  angry 
with  the  wicked  every  day,"  and  that  it  is 
very  far  better  to  please  God  than  man. 

Among  the  soldiers  who  have  lately  gone 
out  from  the  city  of  Chicago,  was  a  drum- 
mer boy  only  tliirteen  years  old,  who  was 
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also  a  Sunday  scholar.  One  clay  when  they 
were  marching  through  the  streets,  the  Cap- 
tain saw  a  very  beautiful  flag  flying  over  a 
drinking-saloon,  and  he  ordered  his  men  to 
halt  and  give  it  a  salute.  The  boy 
had  always  obeyed  orders ;  but  this  time 
he  thought  the  salute  was  meant  for  the 
'place  as  well  as  for  the  flag,  and  he  stood 
still,  and  not  a  single  beat  was  heard  from 
his  drum.  The  Captain  asked  him  the  rea- 
son of  this.  "  Sir,"  said  the  brave  boy,  "  I 
would  not  go  into  such  a  place  as  that,  and 
I  cannot  salute  it."  "My  good  boy,"  replied 
the  Captain,  patting  him  on  the  shoulder, 
"you  are  right  and  I  am  wrong."  Xow  that 
boy  might  have  lost  his  place  for  trying  to 
do  right,  or  some  of  the  soldiers  might 
have  laughed  at  him ;  but  it  made  no  dif- 
ference ;  he  felt  that  God  smiled  upon  liim, 
and  what  more  can  any  one  want  than 
this? 
He  was  like  another  little  boy  in  Turkey, 
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who  had  in  some  way  got  a  New  Testa- 
ment, which  he  had  learned  to  read,  and 
who  had  found  his  way  to  the  Protestant 
chapel,  where  heSoved  to  go  and  hear  the 
missionary  preach  about  Jesus  Christ.  But 
his  father  was  very  angry  with  him,  and 
turned  him  out  of  his  house,  and  told  all 
his  friends  not  to  give  him  any  work ;  so 
that  the  poor  boy  was  without  a  home,  and 
had  no  way  of  earning  any  money  to  support 
himself.  His  father  told  him  that  he  would 
give  him  a  great  many  things ;  yes,  every- 
thing he  wanted,  if  he  would  give  up  the 
Bible ;  but,  although  he  obeyed  his  father 
in  everything  else,  he  could  not  do  so  in 
this,  and  all  his  answer  was,  "  Christ  has 
said,  '  He  that  loveth  father  or  mother  more 
than  me,  is  not  worthy  of  me.'  " 

He  dared  to  do  right,  no  matter  what 
miglit  happen.  He  had  made  up  his  mind 
to  serve  God,  even  if  he  had  to  beg  his 
bread  from  door  to  door,  and  sleep  under 
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the  open  sky.  And  I  would  say  to  every 
one  of  you  :  Do  what  is  right ;  obey  God — 
obey  this  gospel  of  Christ,  even  if  it  seems 
ever  so  hard.  Listen  always  to  that  voice 
of  conscience  in  your  heart,  and  though  your 
companions  laugh  at  you  for  trying  to  please 
God,  and  say  many  hard  things  about  you 
because  you  will  not  do  wrong  with  them, 
still,  never  mind  :  you  will  be  happier  than 
they  can  be,  and  God  will  love  you,  and 
take  care  of  you. 

II.  A  second  lesson  that  we  may  learn 
from  our  text  is :  That  religion  makes  us 
hrave. 

Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  braver  thing  than 
those  three  young  men  marching  right  up 
to  the  mouth  of  the  furnace  of  fire,  and  let- 
ting the  men  throw  them  into  it,  when  they 
might  have  saved  their  lives  by  bending 
their  knees  to  the  golden  image  ?  Now  it 
was  rdigion  that  took  away  their  fears.     It 
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was  their  love  to  God,  and  their  fear  of  sin- 
ning against  Him,  that  made  them  so  brave. 
It  was  tliis  that  took  away  all  DanieVs  fear, 
when  they  threw  him  into  the  den  of  lions. 
It  was  this  that  made  Stephen  so  calm  and 
happy  when  they  were  stoning  him  to  death. 
And  it  has  made  many  a  child  brave  enough 
to  say  no  when  Satan  tempted  him  to  do 
wrong,  and  helped  him  to  obey  God  and  to 
obey  his  parents. 

I  have  seen  boys,  and  men  too,  who  had 
a  very  foolish  way  of  thinking  that  they 
were  brave  and  manly  when  they  were  not 
afraid  to  do  wrong — to  swear,  to  drink,  to 
break  the  Sabbath,  or  disobey  any  other  of 
God's  commands.  But  I  have  sometimes 
thought  that  those  who  do  such  things  are 
great  cowards  after  all ;  for  the  fact  is,  there 
is  something  they  are  afraid  of,  and  that  is 
to  do  right.  And  is  it  not  better  and  more 
manly  to  fear  wickedness  than  to  fear  good- 
ness ?  to  fear  God  than  to  fear  man  ? 
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Let  me  tell  you  a  little  story  tliat  will 
show  what  I  mean  by  being  brave.  There 
was  a  good  boy  who  went  off  to  sea  in  a 
great  ship.  Just  before  he  went  away 
from  home  his  mother  said  to  him,  "  Never 
touch  a  drop  of  rum  P^  Well,  the  other 
sailors  drank  their  rum  every  day,  and  when 
it  stormed  they  drank  all  the  more,  because 
they  thought  it  would  keep  them  from  taking 
coid  ;  and  they  offered  it  to  the  boy,  but  he 
always  said  no  !  One  day  it  stormed  very 
hard,  and  they  were  all  very  wet,  and  they 
told  him  to  take  a  little,  or  else  lie  might  be- 
come sick  and  die,  and  still  the  brave  boy 
had  courage  to  say  no  !  But  presently  one 
of  the  sailors  said  he  knew  lie  could  make 
him  take  a  dram,  so  he  tried  very  liard  to 
do  so,  but  he  would  not  touch  a  drop  :  and 
then  that  boy  told  the  old  sailor  of  his 
mother's  words — "Never  drink  a  drop  of 
rum  " — and  he  repeated  to  him  a  great  many 
texts  of  Scripture  to  show  that  liis  motlicr  was 
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Little  Crowns. 
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right — (for  lie  liad  been  a  good  Sunday-school 
scholar).  The  sailor  had  never  heard  so 
much  Bible  in  his  life  as  that  little  fellow 
poured  into  his  ear,  and  all  he  could  say 
was,  "  Your  mother  never  stood  watch  on 
deck."  But  he  gave  up  his  task,  and  when 
the  other  sailors  asked  how  he  had  succeed- 
ed, he  said,  "  Oh,  you  can't  do  anything  with 
him  lie  is  so  cMcJcfuIl  of  the  Bibles 

Now  that  I  should  call  a  hrave  hoy.  He 
knew  he  was  right,  and  God  knew  it  too, 
and  God  helped  him  to  say  wo,  and  to  keep 
saying  it  as  often  as  they  tried  to  make  him 
do  wrong.  A  very  little  word  that  is,  but 
how  few  are  brave  enough  to  say  it !  I 
hope  you  will  all  learn  well  that  word,  for  you 
will  often  have  need  to  use  it.  They  who 
belong  to  the  "  Sunday-school  army"  ought 
to  be  such  heroes  that  when  any  of  them 
are  asked  to  do  wrong,  they  will  say  NO — if 
it  costs  them  their  life. 

About  fifteen  hundred  years  ago,  when 
11 
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Christians  were  treated  verv  cruelly,  and  so 
many  of  them  were  killed  because  they 
would  not  give  up  their  Saviour,  there  was 
a  Christian  man  at  Antioch  whom  they  were 
slowly  murdering,  telling  him  all  the  time 
that  he  must  worship  their  gods,  or  else 
they  would  tear  his  flesh  from  his  bones. 
At  last,  after  answering  their  questions  a 
great  many  times,  he  told  the  judge  that  any 
little  child  must  see  that  it  is  better  to  wor- 
ship one  God,  the  Maker  of  the  heaven  and 
the  eai'th,  and  one  Saviour,  who  is  able  to 
bring  us  to  God,  than  to  worship  the  many 
idols  of  the  heathen.  Now  when  he  said 
this,  the  judge  saw  a  little  boy  eight  or  nine 
years  old  standing  near  by  with  his  mother, 
and  he  pointed  to  the  boy  and  told  the  Chris- 
tian to  put  the  question  to  him.  He  did  so, 
and  instantly  the  little  boy  answered,  "  God 
is  one,  and  Jesus  Christ  is  one  with  the 
Father."  The  wicked  man  then  became 
very  angry,  and  said,  "  This  is  a  snare — you 


THE    BRAVE    CONQUERORS.       12t 


lia^e  told  the  child  to  come  here  and  give 
that  answer  f  and  then  turning  to  the  boy  he 
asked,  "  How  did  you  learn  this  ?"  The  boy 
looked  up  to  his  mother's  face  and  answered, 
"  It  was  God's  grace  that  taught  it  to  my  dear 
mother,  and  when  I  sat  upon  her  knee,  a  baby, 
she  taught  me  that  Jesus  loved  little  children, 
and  I  learned  to  love  Him  for  His  love  to  us." 

"Let  us  see  noiv  what  the  love  of  Christ 
can  do  for  you,"  said  the  cruel  judge,  and 
immediately  his  servants  seized  him  and  beat 
him  with  their  sharp  rods  till  the  blood 
streamed  out.  "  What  can  the  love  of  Christ 
do  for  him  now  T  asked  the  judge.  "  It 
enables  him  to  endure  what  his  Master  en- 
dured for  him  and  for  all  of  us,"  answered 
the  mother. 

And  then  they  beat  the  child  harder  than 
before,  and  he  asked,  "  What  can  the  love  of 
Christ  do  noiv  .^"  And  tears  fell  even  from 
heathen  eyes  as  the  poor  mother,  wlio  must 
have  suffered  a  thousand  times  more  than 
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her  poor  boy,  answered,  "  It  teaches  him  to 
forgive  his  persecutors." 

And  the  boy  watched  his  mother's  eye  as 
it  rose  towards  heaven  for  him,  and  he 
thought  of  the  sulBFerings  of  his  dear  Lord 
and  Saviour,  and  when  they  asked  him 
whether  he  would  deny  Christ  and  serve 
their  false  gods,  he  answered,  "  No — there 
is  no  other  God  but  one,  and  Jesus  Christ 
is  the  Redeemer  of  the  world.  He  loved 
me,  and  I  love  Him  for  His  love." 

Then  the  poor  child  fainted  under  their 
blows,  and  they  threw  the  little  suffering 
body  into  his  mother's  arms,  and  said,  "  See 
what  the  love  of  Christ  can  do  for  him  now" 
And  the  mother  pressed  him  gently  to  her 
bleeding  heart  and  answered,  "  That  love 
will  take  him  from  the  wrath  of  man  to  the 
peace  of  heaven,"  and  so  the  poor  boy  died. 

Now,  was  he  not  brave  ?  and  what  made 
him  so  ?  Nothing  but  religion — nothing  but 
the  grace  of  God  in  his  heart.     And  what 
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tlie  loye  of  Christ  did  for  liim  it  can  do  for 
you  and  me.  We  may  not  have  to  become 
martyrs  for  Clirist,  and  to  die  for  Him,  but 
we  must  all  live  for  him,  and  if  we  love  Him 
and  pray  to  Him,  He  will  make  us  so  strong 
and  brave  that  Satan  cannot  frighten  us  into 
doing  wrong.  You  may  think  that  there  is 
no  chance  for  doing  great  things^  but  tlie  boy 
or  girl  wlio  tries  hard  every  day  to  do  right 
in  little  things — to  be  kind,  loving,  patient, 
forgiving, — to  speak  no  angry  words — to  do 
good  to  everybody,  and  always  obey  God — 
such  an  one  I  call  a  hero  ;  and  if  you  will 
all  give  your  hearts  to  God,  as  the  three 
children  in  Babylon  did,  then  God  will  help 
you  as  He  helped  them.  He  will  take  care 
of  you,  and  although  you  may  not  see  any 
bright  angel  walking  with  you  among  the 
flames,  or  among  the  troubles  by  which  Satan 
or  wicked  people  try  to  frighten  you,  still 
His  angel  will  be  with  you,  for  what  says 
the  Bible  :  "  The  angel  of  the  Lord  encamp- 
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eth  round  about  them  that  fear  Him  to  de- 
liver them."  And  that  angel  will  go  with 
you  as  long  as  you  live  ;  and  what  is  still  bet- 
ter, God's  Holy  Spirit  will  go  with  you.  Then 
you  will  not  be  afraid  of  any  troulhs,  for 
God's  loving  hand  will  wipe  away  your  tears, 
and  comfort  your  heart  when  it  aches  and 
grieves.  You  will  not  be  afraid  of  any  duty, 
for  if  you  love  God  it  will  be  harder  to  do 
wrong^  than  to  do  risrht.  You  will  not  be 
afraid  to  die,  for  Christ's  lambs  and  Christ^ s 
sheep  can  say  to  their  shepherd  when  they  go 
to  the  dark  valley,  "  IwiU  fear  no  evil,  for 
Thou  art  ivitli  meP  You  will  not  be  afraid 
when  *'  the  dead,  small  and  great,  shall  stand 
before  God"  at  the  dreadful  Judgment  day, 
but  will  be  able  to  say,  "  Christ  died  for 
me  ;"  and  then,  instead  of  going  with  the 
wicked  to  that  lake  of  fire,  which  is  a  great 
deal  worse  than  the  furnace  in  Babylon,  you 
will  go  to  live  with  God  and  with  the  bless- 
ed angels  in  glory. 
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AU  this  religion  can  do  for  you,  if  you 
will  only  give  up  your  hearts  to  God. 

And  remember  this,  those  three  brave 
yomig  men  I  have  been  telling  you  of,  loved 
and  served  God  tcJien  they  icere  little  chil- 
dren. You  may  do  the  same,  and  oh,  you 
will  never  have  a  better  time  to  do  it  than 
notu.  I  pray  God  that  he  may  help  yon  to 
begin  to-day  I 


VI. 

"  Children,  hark  !  the  Saviour's  speaking 
To  you  now : 
Laborers  in  my  vineyard  wanting — 
Who  will  go  ? 

"  Who  will  say,  as  once  did  Samuel, 
Here  am  I, 
Waiting,  Lord,  to  do  Thy  pleasure 
Till  I  die  ? 

"  Who  wiU  give  their  all  to  Jesus, 
And  receive 
Of  His  grace  a  tenfold  measure 
While  they  live  ? 

"  And  when  earthly  toil  is  ended 
Here  below. 
Wear  a  fadeless  crown  of  glory ; 
lllio  loill  go  r 
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"  And  the  Lord  came,  and  stood,  and  called  as  at  other  times, 
Samuel,  Samuel.  Then  Samuel  answered,  Speak,  for  thy  eer- 
vaiit  heareth.''^ — 1  Samuel  iii.  10. 


/IjjHERE  is  hardly  any  greater  blessing 
in  tins  world  than  to  have  a  pious 
mother ;  a  mother  who  loves  the  Saviour, 
and  tries  to  make  her  children  love  Him 
too  ;  a  mother  who  prays  for  us,  and  prays 
with  us,  and  leads  us  kindly  to  the  Lord 
Jesus,  that  He  may  take  away  our  sins.  A 
child  or  youth  may  have  ever  so  beautiful 
a  house,  and  his  parents  may  be  rich,  and 
able  to  gratify  all  his  desires,  but  if  he  has 
not  a  pious,  praying  mother,  he  is  not  half 
so  well  off  as  many  a  poor  child  whom  I 
could  name  to  you. 

I  can  remember  a  great  many  things  that 
have  happened  since  I  was  a  little  boy  : 
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but  there  is  nothing  that  I  remember  more 
plainly  than  the  soft,  low  voice  of  mj  moth- 
er, (who  is  now  in  heaven,)  as  she  used  to 
kneel  by  my  bedside  when  I  had  gone  to 
rest,  and  pray  that  her  child  might  grow  up 
to  love  and  serve  the  Saviour.  I  seem  to 
hear  that  voice  now,  and  I  shall  never  for- 
get it  as  long  as  this  heart  beats. 

Oh,  thank  God  for  giving  to  so  many  of 
you  this  rich  blessing  !  You  do  not  know 
its  value  now — but  you  will  know  it  when 
that  kind  voice  is  hushed,  and  that  loving 
heart  is  stilled  in  death.  Then  you  will 
wish,  if  you  do  not  before,  that  you  had 
obeyed  her  kind  counsels,  and  followed  her 
good  example. 

Now,  Satnuel  was  blessed  with  such  a 
mother.  Her  name  was  Hannah,  and  when 
he  was  but  a  babe,  she  brought  him  up  to 
the  house  of  God  and  gave  him  to  the  Lord, 
saying,  "  I  have  lent  him  to  the  Lord  ;  as 
long  as  he  liveth,  he  shall  be  lent  to  the 


THE    CHILD-PROPHET.  133 


Lord."  And  God  heard  that  mother's 
prayers,  and  took  the  child,  and,  young 
as  he  was,  let  him  remain  in  His  honse 
with  Eli,  who  was  then  the  high  priest. 
We  do  not  know  exactly  what  he  did,  but 
we  read  that  he  "  ministered  to  the  Lord," 
by  which,  I  suppose,  it  is  meant  that  he 
helped  Eli  about  the  altar.  And  he  did  his 
work  so  well  that  Eli  permitted  him  to 
wear  a  little  linen  ephod,  just  like  the  older 
priests.  It  must  have  been  a  beautiful 
sight — a  little  boy  serving  God  in  His 
house,  and  helping  to  offer  the  sacrifices, 
and  burn  the  sweet  incense,  with  which  the 
church  in  those  days  worshipped  God.  In 
these  delightful  duties  he  grew  older  and 
larger,  and,  the  Bible  tells  us,  was  "  in  favor 
with  God  and  man." 

He  was  probably  about  twelve  years  old 

when,  one  night,  after  he  had  lain  down  to 

sleep  in  his  little  bed,  which  was  near  to 

Eli's  room,  (so  that  he  could  hear  him,  if  he 

12 
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sliould  call,)  lie  heard  a  voice,  saying,  "  Sam- 
uel, Samueiy  Thinking  it  was  the  high 
priest  who  called,  he  ran  to  him,  and  said, 
"  Here  am  I ;  for  thou  calledst  me."  But 
Eli  said,  "  I  called  not — lie  down  again  ;" 
and  he  went  and  lay  down.  Then  he  heard 
the  voice  once  more,  and  again  ran  to  Eli, 
but  received  the  same  answer,  and  returned 
to  his  bed  again,  not  knowing  what  to  make 
of  it.  But  the  voice  did  not  stop,  and  so  a 
third  time  he  stood  before  Eli,  and  said, 
"  Here  am  I,  for  thou  didst  call  me."  And 
then  Eli  saw  that  the  Lord  had  called  the 
child,  and  he  told  him  to  lie  down  again, 
and  if  he  heard  the  voice,  to  say,  "  Speak 
Lord,  for  thy  servant  heareth." 

"  Samuel,  SamueV,''  once  more,  said  that 
strange  voice,  and  when  the  child  heard  it, 
he  said,  "  Speak,  Lord,  for  thy  servant  hear- 
eth !"  And  then  God  spoke  to  him,  and 
told  him  how  wicked  the  sons  of  Eli  had 
been,   and  how   their  father  had  not  re- 
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strained  or  pimislied  them,  and  told  him 
how  He  would  Himself  punish  them,  and 
never  forgive  their  great  sin. 

When  morning  came,  Samuel  said  noth- 
ing of  .what  the  Lord  had  told  him,  but 
went  and  opened  the  doors  of  God's  house 
as  usual.  Then  Eli  told  him  that  he  must 
not  hide  from  him  what  God  had  said  ;  and 
so  he  told  him  all.  And  very  soon  it  was 
all  fulfilled  :  for  Eli's  wicked  sons  were 
killed  in  a  battle  ;  and  Eli  himself,  when 
he  heard  of  it,  and  was  told  that  the  ark  of 
God  had  been  taken  by  their  enemies,  fell 
back  in  his  chair  and  died. 

Thus  Samuel,  when  but  a  small  boy,  be- 
came a  prophet  of  the  Lord  ;  and  when  he 
grew  up,  he  became  one  of  the  greatest 
prophets  that  ever  lived.  I  should  like  to 
tell  you  more  of  his  history,  but  I  hope  you 
will  read  it  for  yourselves  in  the  Bible. 

Now,  there  are  several  things  that  this 
story  of  Samuel  teaches  us. 
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I.  The  first  is  tins  :  that  it  is  a  very 
happy  thing  for  children  to  he  given  wp  hy 
their  parents  to  the  Lord,  as  Samuel  was. 

A  few  years  ago,  a  father  and  a  mother 
stood  in  the  house  of  God,  before  the  pul- 
pit, with  a  little  babe  in  their  arms.  The 
minister  solemnly  addressed  them,  before 
the  whole  congregation,  and  prayed  earn- 
estly and  tenderly  for  that  little  one,  that  it 
might  be  made  one  of  the  lambs  of  the  Sav- 
iour's flock  ;  and, oh,  how  many  hearts  prayed 
with  him!  Then  those  parents  promised, 
before  God,  and  angels,  and  men,  that  they 
would  bring  up  that  child  to  love  and  serve 
God  ;  and  the  minister  sprinkled  it  with 
water,  in  the  name  of  the  Father,  and  the 
Son,  and  the  Holy  Ghost.  A  few  short 
years  rolled  on.  God  spared  that  child's 
life,  and  it  grew,  and  began  to  attend  the 
Sabbath-school,  and  learn  the  way  to  heav- 
en. He  cannot,  perhaps,  remember  thp  day 
when  he  was  thus  given  to  God ;  but  his 
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parents  remember  it,  and  God  remembers  it, 
and  I  wish  now  to  remind  you  of  it — for 
it  is  of  you^  my  dear  young  friend,  that  I 
am  speaking — you  are  that  child.  For, 
many  of  you  have  been  given  to  God  just  as 
Samuel  was  ;  and  the  heay^ts  oi  your  pious 
father  and  mother  said,  when  the  water  of 
baptism  was  sprinkled  upon  you,  "  I  have 
lent  him  to  the  Lord,  as  long  as  he  liveth, 
he  shall  be  lent  to  the  Lord." 

Do  you  ever  think  luTtat  luas  meant  by 
your  being  given  to  God  before  all  the 
people  ?  I  will  tell  you.  You  were  given 
to  Him  to  be  saved  by  Sim,  and  to  be  used 
by  Him. 

First,  to  be  saved  by  Him,  because  you 
are  a  sinner,  and  have  a  wicked  heart,  and 
can  never  go  to  heaven  unless  your  sins  are 
blotted  out  in  the  "blood  of  Christ,  and  your 
heart  is  changed  for  a  new  one  that  will 
love  and  serve  the  Saviour.  But  do  not 
think  that  your  being  baptized  will  savo 
12* 
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you,  or  that  your  father's  or  mother's  pray- 
ers will  save  you,  unless  you  yourself  repent 
of  sin  and  believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
God  loves  the  dear  lambs  of  His  flock,  and 
Jesus  loves  them,  oh  how  tenderly,  and  has 
died  for  them,  and  wants  you  all  to  become 
His  children ;  but  you  cannot  become  such 
unless  you  give  yourselves — your  hearts — 
yom^  all — away  to  Jesus,  who  now  says  to 
you,  "  My  son,  my  daughter,  give  me  thy 
hearty 

And  then  you  were  given  to  God,  as 
Samuel  was,  to  he  used  hy  Him.  Do  you 
not  think  God  has  a  right  to  use  you  just  as 
He  pleases?  He  who  made  these  hands 
and  feet,  shall  He  not  employ  them  in  His 
service?  He  who  gave  us  these  voices, 
shall  He  not  hear  tliem  in  daily  prayer  and 
praise?  He  who  gave  us  these  thinking 
minds,  and  these  warm,  loving  hearts,  can 
He  not  claim  them  as  His  own  ?  Oh,  you 
belong  to  God  more  than  you  belong  to 
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your  parents,  yes  and  more  than  you  belong 
to  yourselves.  And  wlien  you  think  of  the 
hand  that  made  you  and  preserves  you ; 
when  you  think  of  your  having  been  solemn- 
ly given  back  to  your  Creator,  ought  you 
not  to  feel,  "  I  am  the  Lord's  "  ?  And  what 
then?  Why,  if  "I  am  the  Lord's,"  then  I  must 
serve  Him  and  obey  His  will,  and  minister 
unto  Him  as  Samuel  did.  I  must  be  holy, 
and  be  as  much  as  I  can  like  the  augels 
who  "  serve  Him  day  and  night  in  His 
temple." 

And  here  let  me  say  that  if  you 

"  Want  to  be  an  angel,  and  with  the  angels  stand, 
A  crown  upon  your  forehead,  a  harp  within  your 
hand," 

as  you  so  often  sing,  in  that  beautiful  hymn, 
then  you  must  do  as  the  angels  do — that  is, 
live  for  God,  and  not  for  yourselves,  and 
serve  Him  with  all  your  powers. 

n.  For,  another  thing  that  the  story  of 
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Samuel  teaches  us  is,  that  the  youngest 
children  may  serve  God, 

But,  I  hear  some  one  asking,  "  Can  we 
live,  as  he  did,  in  God's  house,  and  minister 
at  the  altar,  in  a  little  linen  ephod?  and 
can  we  hear  God  calling  to  us  as  He  called 
the  little  prophet?  Oh,  if  we  could,  how 
quickly  we  should  answer, '  Speak,  Lord,  for 
thy  servant  heareth !"' 

Would  you  answer  the  voice  of  God  so 
quickly  if  it  called  aloud  to  you  ?  Well, 
let  me  tell  you  that  although  He  does  not 
now  call  young  children  to  do  the  work  of 
His  house  as  He  did  Samuel,  He  yet  speaks 
this  very  moment,  and  speaks  at  all  times  to 
every  one  of  you.  He  calls  every  child 
and  youth — (yes,  and  every  grown  person 
too) — calls  you  by  His  holy  Word,  and  calls 
by  His  Spirit  in  your  hearts.  Listen — do 
you  not  hear  Him  :  "  My  son,  give  me  thy 
heart ;"  "  Remember  now  thy  Creator  in 
the  days  of  thy  youth ;"  "  They  that  seek 


THE    CHILD-PROPHET.  141 


me  early  shall  find  me."  Whose  voice  ia 
that  ?  Ah !  it  is  the  voice  of  God,  and 
these,  these  are  His  calls  to  every  one  of 
you.  Oh,  that  j^ou  could  not  only  hear,  but 
obey  them ! 

God  calls  you,  then,  to  serve  Him  ;  and 
in  what  ways  are  you  to  do  this  ?  I  have 
said  that  you  were  given  to  God  to  be 
saved  by  Him,  and  so  the  first  thing  you 
must  do  is  to  '^believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ ;"  to  take  Him  as  your  Saviour,  and 
love  Him  with  all  your  heart.  God  com- 
mands you  to  do  this,  and  you  cannot  be 
saved  in  any  other  way. 

Is  it  a  hard  thing  to  love  Christ  when 
He  has  so  loved  you,  and  has  laid  down 
His  life  for  you  ?  Surely,  it  should  not  be 
hard! 

There  was  once  a  poor  man  who  worked 
in  one  of  the  mines  in  England,  who  had  an 
only  and  loving  son.  Every  day  when  he 
went  down  in^o  the  mines  to  work,  he  would 
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take  his  boy  with  him,  and  when  night 
came,  they  were  both  drawn  up  again  by  a 
rope  and  bucket,  and  returned  to  their 
happy  home.  One  evening,  when  they  were 
being  drawn  up  together  in  this  way,  the 
father  heard  a  cracking  noise  above  him. 
He  looked  up,  and  saw  that  the  rope  teas 
hreaking,  and  that  only  three  or  four  strands 
of  it  were  left  to  hold  him  and  his  darling 
child  from  destruction.  What  was  to  be  done? 
The  rope  was  not  strong  enough  to  bring 
them  both  to  the  top,  and  so  one  or  both  of 
them  must  perish.  The  father  loved  life, 
but  he  loved  his  child  more ;  and  so,  leaving 
his  boy  in  the  bucket,  he  said,  "  There,  my 
child,  lie  quiet  for  a  few  moments,  and  you 
will  be  safe  at  the  top,"  and  then  threw 
himself  over  and  was  dashed  to  pieces. 
How  very  great  was  the  love  of  that  father 
for  his  son!  But  greater  still  is  the  love 
of  Christ  for  your  soul,  for  He  has  given 
His  life  to  save  you ;  and  if  you  only  trust 
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Him  and  obey  Him,  you  will  be  brought 
safely  up,  not  by  a  broken  rope,  but  by  a 
mighty,  everlasting  arm  to  His  glorious 
home. 

Now  Christ  says,  "  I  love  them  that  love 


is,  is  too  young  to  love  Him  and  be  saved 
by  Him. 

Another  way  in  which  you  may  serve 
God  is  by  doing  good.  See  the  youthful 
Samuel,  assisting  with  his  little  hands  the 
aged  Eli  in  the  house  of  God.  So  you 
may,  every  one  of  you,  help  your  pastor, 
and  help  the  church,  in  our  work  of  doing 
good,  and  saving  souls  from  death.  Who 
of  you,  for  instance,  cannot  set  a  good  ex- 
ample to  those  around  you?  who  cannot 
speak  kind  words  for  Christ  and  His 
Church?  who  cannot  give  something  to 
send  the  Bible  to  the  heathen  ?  who  cannot 
bring  at  least  a  few  poor,  neglected  boys  or 
girls  into  the  Sabbath-school,  that  they  may 
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he  pointed  to  heaven  ?  Oli,  there  are  ways 
enough  if  one  only  has  a  mind  to  improve 
them.  There  is  work  for  the  smallest 
hands,  work  for  the  youngest  hearts,  and 
if  you  have  the  jMy  of  Samuel,  you  may  be 
as  useful  and  as  happy  as  he  was.  Why, 
there  are  children  and  youths  now  living, 
who  have  done  more  for  Christ  already, 
than  some  of  the  gray-haired  members  of 
the  churches.  Jesus  was  not  more  than 
twelve  years  old  when  He  began  to  go 
about  doing  good,  and  said,  "  Wist  ye  not 
that  I  must  be  about  my  Father's  busi- 
ness?" This  shows  that  all  who  have 
reached  that  age  are  old  enough  to  be 
about  that  business  —  serving  and  obeying 
God. 

A  little  girl  who  loved  the  Saviour,  tried 
to  follow  His  example  of  going  about  and 
doing  good ;  and  many  were  the  hearts  that 
she  cheered  by  her  kind  words  and  deeds, 
and  her  sunny  smile — (for  there  are  many, 
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many  times  where  a  smile  will  be  a  rich 
blessing  to  those  around  us.)  But  God 
called  her,  when  she  was  ten  years  old,  to 
serve  Ilim  with  the  angels  in  glory.  When 
they  told  her  she  was  going  to  die,  she 
.looked  up  to  her  father,  who  loved  her 
dearly,  and  did  not  know  how  to  part  with 
her,  and  said,  "  Dear  papa,  how  much  do  I 
cost  you  every  year  ?" 

He  thought  the  child  was  getting  out  of 
her  mind,  when  she  asked  such  a  question  ^ 
but  he  answered,  to  soothe  her,  "Well,, 
dearest,  perhaps  two  hundred  dollars.  What 
then,  darling?" 

"  Because,"  said  she,  "  I  thought,  may  be 
you  would  lay  it  out  this  year  in  Bibles,  for 
poor  children,  to,  remember  me  by-" 

"  Yes,  I  will,  my  precious  child,"  said  the 
father,  "  I  will  do  it  every  year  as  long  as  I 
live,  and  thus  my  Lilian  shall  yet  speak,  and 
draw  hundreds  and  thousands  after  her  to 
heaven." 
13 
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She  loved  nothing  so  much  as  to  serve 
God ;  and  even  when  she  lay  in  pain  and 
feebleness  on  her  dying-bed,  she  forgot  her- 
self and  her  sufferings  in  the  one  thought, 
"Iiow  she  might  do  good  to  others,  and  glorify 
lier  Maker. 

This  is  the  spirit  that  we  want  you  all 
to  have,  who  have  been  given  to  God  as 
Lilian  was,  and  as  Samuel  was,  to  he  used 
hy  Him, 

III.  And  there  is  one  other  thing  taught 
in  the  story  of  Samuel,  that  I  shall  not  have 
time  to  say  much  about,  but  I  will  just  men- 
tion it:  it  is  that  God  loves  and  Jionors 
early  piety. 

See  the  child  Samuel  made  a  prophet  of 
the  Lord,  ministering  in  God's  house,  and 
God  talking  with  him  in  the  night,  just  as 
friend  talks  with  friend  ;  and  then  see  him 
growing  up  to  be  one  of  the  best,  and  great- 
est, and  most  useful  men  that  ever  lived. 
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Now,  this  was  because  he  did  not  put  off 
serving  God  until  he  was  a  man,  as  so  many 
do,  but  gave  his  heart  right  up  to  Him  as 
soon  as  he  knew  who  God  was. 

So  you,  my  dear  children,  if  you  will  now 
do  as  Samuel  did,  may  be  as  happy  and  as 
honored  as  he  was  ;  may  hear  God  talking 
with  your  soul ;  may  enjoy  His  loving  pres- 
ence, and  grow  up  to  be  useful  and  respected. 
You  may  not  indeed  be  prophets,  but  I  hope 
some  of  you  will  be  7mmsters,  and  be  great 
blessings  to  the  church  and  the  world  by 
preaching  the  gospel,  and  saving  souls  from 
death. 

And  God  not  only  honors  the  lives  of 
those  who  serve  him  in  their  early  years, 
but  honors  them  in  death,  by  bestowing  His 
grace  upon  them,  and  giving  them  a  heaven- 
like happiness. 

Thus  died  a  little  Italian  girl,  whose 
name  was  Carlotta.  As  two  merchants, 
one  of  whom  was  an  infidel,  were  one  day 
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leaving  an  cating-liousc  in  one  of  our  cities, 
a  strain  of  soft  music  came  tlirougii  an  open 
door,  and  it  was  so  marvellously  sweet  that 
they  followed  the  child  who  was  singing  it, 
and  asked  her  to  sing^orae  more  for  them. 
She  was  very  poor,  and  was  wrapped  up  in 
a  patched  cloak  and  a  patched  hood,  and 
her  little  shoes  were  full  of  holes  :  but  her 
father,  who  was  an. organ-grinder,  was  sick, 
and  she  had  come  out  to  beg  some  money  to 
keep  them  from  starving. 

Her  first  song  was  that  beautiful  one, — 

"  There  is  a  liappy  land. 
Far,  far  away." 

When  she  had  finished  it,  the  infidel  said 
to  her,  "  Where  did  you  learn  that  song  ?'' 

"  In  Sabbath-school,  sir,''  was  her  answer. 

"  And  you  don't  suppose  there  is  a  happy 
land,  do  you  ?"  asked  the  man,  who  tried 
not  to  believe  in  heaven  or  hell. 

"  /  hnoic  there  i$,^^  said  she,  quietly  and 
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decidedly,  "  and  I'm  going  to  sing  there. 
My  mother  said  so.  She  used  to  sing  to  me 
until  she  was  sick,  then  she  said  she  wasn't 
going  to  sing  any  more  on  earth,  but  up  in 
heaven." 

The  two  men  pitied  the  poor  little  girl, 
and  followed  her  home,  and  gave  her  some 
shoes  and  some  money,  and  promised  to  go 
and  see  her  again.  About  a  month  after- 
wards they  went  together  to  the  gloomy 
home  of  the  organ-grinder  and  found  that 
he  was  dead,  and  that  little  Carlotta  was 
very  sick. 

''  I  wish  I  could  sing  for  you,"  said  she, 
"  but  it  hurts  me.  It  won't  hurt  me  up 
there,  will  it  ?"  They  asked  her  if  she  had 
heard  of  Jesus.  "  Yes,"  said  she,  "  good 
Jesus  ;"  and  when  the  m.^n  began  to  weep, 
she  said,  "  Don't  cry — don't'  cry  ;  /  canH 
cry — Fm  so  glad.  Glad  to  get  away  from 
here.  I  used  to  be  so  cold  in  the  long  win- 
ters, for  we  didn't  have  fire  sometimes,  but 
13^ 
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motlicr  used  to  hug  me  close,  and  sing  about 
heaven,  and  tell  me  if  I  was  His,  the  Sav- 
iour would  love  me  and  give  me  a. better 
home  ;  and  so  I  gave  myself  to  Him,  and 
oh,  I  shall  sing  there,  and  be  so  happy  I 
Christ  sent  a  little  angel  in  my  dream — 
mother  told  me  He  would,  and  that  angels 
would  carry  me  up  there."  Then  she  was 
still  for  a  little  while  ;  but  presently  the 
hands  moved — the  arms  were  raised — the 
eyes  opened  and  turned  upward.  "  See, 
see,"  she  cried,  "  oh,  there  is  mother,  and 
there  are  the  angels,  and  they  are  all  sing- 
ing— all  singing r  Her  voice  faltered — 
her  arms  fell — but  a  heavenly  brightness 
lingered  on  her  face  ;  and  they  knew  that 
her  spirit  had  gone  to  join  her  mother  and 
the  angels. 

Can  you  wonder  that  even  the  strong 
infidel  was  melted  before  such  a  scene? 
He  had  resisted  everything  else — men  had 
talked  and  pleaded  with  him  in  vain — but 
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there,  by  the  bedside  of  the  little  child,  his 
hard  heart  was  softened,  and  he  knelt  down 
with  his  friend,  and  prayed  that  he,  too, 
might  have  the  same  faith  and  hope  that 
had  enabled  Carlo tta  to  die  in  such  happy 
triumph. 

Oh,  my  dear  young  friends,  may  this  faith 
and  hope  he  yours — that  you,  too,  may  say, 
"  I'm  going  to  sing  in  heaven  !"  May  the 
God  of  Samuel  be  your  God  !  may  his  holy, 
blessed  childhood  and  youth  be  yours  !  and 
yours  his  heavenly  home  I 


VII. 

Sft«  Wttunti-iiu&tti. 

"  Go  thou  in  life's  fair  morning, 

Go  in  the  bloom  of  youth, 
And  dig  for  thine  adorning 

The  precious  pearl  of  truth : 
Secure  this  heavenly  treasure 

And  bind  it  on  thy  heart, 
And  let  no  earthly  pleasure 

E'er  cause  it  to  depart. 

"  Go  while  the  daj^-star  shineth, 

Go  while  thy  heart  is  light ; 
Go  e'er  thy  strength  declineth. 

While  every  sense  is  bright : 
Sell  all  thou  hast,  and  buy  it, 

'Tis  worth  all  earthly  things — 
Rubies,  and  gold,  and  diamonds. 

Sceptres  and  crowns  of  Kings." 
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"  I  love  them  that  love  me,  and  they  that  seek  me  early 
shall  find  me." — Prov.  viii.  17. 


0  5^011  know  what  it  is  that  is  worth 
more  than  choice  silver  and  fine  gold, 
that  is  better  than  diamonds  and  rubies,  and 
all  kinds  of  costly  gems — and  so  very  pre- 
cious, that  "  all  the  things  tliat  may  be  de- 
sired are  not  to  be  compared  to  it  ?" 

It  must  be  some  ve7y  great  treasure,  you 
will  say,  if  it  is  more  valuable  than  anything 
else  that  we  could  wish  for. 

And  so  it  is  ?  Suppose  that  all  the  moun- 
tains that  are  in  the  world  were  made  of 
gold — they  could  not  buy  it,  or  make  us 
half  as  rich  as  this  can.  Or,  suppose  that 
you  had  all  the  pleasures  that  there  are  in 
the  whole  world,  they  could  not  make  you 
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half  so  hapi^y  as  this  can  make  j^ou.  And 
yet,  precious,  lovely,  costly  as  it  is — it  is 
offered  to  you  all  "  without  money  and  with- 
out price." 

''What  is  it f— what  is  itT  I  think  I 
hear  you  ask.  If  you  will  open  your  Bibles 
and  read  the  eighth  chapter  of  the  Book  of 
Proverbs,  you  will  there  learn  all  about  it. 

In  that  chapter  it  is  called  '' wisdom  ;^^ 
but  I  think  you  will  not  read  it  all  through 
without  seeing  that  this  is  only  another 
name  for  a  person  who  speaks  to  us  so  often 
in  God's  word — Jesus  Christ. 

Now,  see  how  earnest  Christ  is.  In  the 
first  three  verses,  He  says  that  He  "  stand- 
eth  in  the  top  of  the  high  places,  by  the  way, 
in  the  places  of  the  paths  ;"  "  crieth  at  the 
gates,  at  the  entrance  of  the  city" — that  is, 
everywhere^  where  there  are  people  to  listen 
to  Him.  And  what  does  He  say  ?  "  Unto 
you,  0  men,  I  call,  and  my  voice  is  to  the  sons 
of  men."    But  he  does  not  stop  with  calling 
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men  and  women — He  also  says  :  "  Hearken 
unto  me.  oh  ye  children,  for  blessed  are  they 
that  keep  my  ways."  Do  you  ask,  why  are 
they  blessed  ?  The  last  two  v^erses  answer 
the  question,  and  show  us  the  reason  of 
our  Saviour's  loud,  earnest  call — "  For  who- 
so findeth  me  findeth  life,  and  shall  obtain  fa- 
vor of  the  Lord  ;  but  he  that  sinneth  against 
me  wrongeth  his  own  soul  :  all  they  that 
hate  me  love  deaths  And  in  the  seventeenth 
verse  He  says — (and  I  want  you  to  think  as 
you  read  it,  that  these  are  the  words  of  the 
kind  Jesus,  who  once  took  little  children  in 
His  arms  and  blessed  them) — "  I  love  them 
that  love  me,  and  they  that  seek  me  early 
shall  find  meT 

Now,  I  wish  to  show  you  three  things : 

I.    Why  you  ought  to  seek  Christ  ; 

n.  How  you  must  seek  him  ;  and 

III.  Why  you  ought  to  seeh  Him  early: 
that  is,  while  you  are  young. 
14 
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I.  I  suppose  I  need  not  take  much  time 
to  tell  you  ivliy  you  ouglit  to  seek  Him,  for 
every  Sabbath  scholar  knows  that  we  can- 
not be  happy  in  this  world  or  the  next  with- 
out Jesus  Christ.  But  I  am  so  anxious  that 
you  should  all  give  your  hearts  to  the 
Saviour  now^  that  I  will  try  to  give  you 
some  reasons  why  you  should  do  it. 

One  of  these  reasons  is  contained  in  those 
sweet  words  of  Jesus,  "  /  love  them  that 
love  wieT  Is  it  not  a  pleasant  thing  to  be 
loved  by  our  parents  and  friends?  How 
unhappy  we  should  be  if  nobody  loved  us  or 
cared  for  us  !  But  what  a  delightful  thing  it 
must  be  to  know  that  Jesus  Christ  loves  us 
— Christ,  the  Son  of  God — Christ,  the  great 
King  of  Heaven  and  earth  ;  who  is  so  'pow- 
erful that  He  is  able  to  give  us  all  that  we 
need  for  the  body  or  the  soul  ;  Christ,  who  is 
so  good,  that  He  is  always  making  His  friends 
happy,  and  answering  their  prayers,  and  re- 
fusing them  nothing  that  is  good  for  them  j 
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Christ,  who  is  so  true^  that  He  never  prom- 
ises anything  that  he  will  not  perform ; 
Christ,  WiQ  friend^f  sinner s^\^\\o  gave  Him- 
self— His  oicn  life — that,  with  His  blood, 
He  might  wash  away  our  sins  ;  and  who 
opens  for  us  the  pearly  gates  of  heaven, 
that  we  may  enter  and  be  forever  happy ! 
Oh,  to  be  loved  by  Christ  is  to  have  the 
best  friend,  the  sweetest  pleasures,  the 
greatest  riches,  the  surest  hopes,  and  the 
brightest  glories  that  can  be  found  in  earth 
or  heaven  !  And  should  you  not  seek  Him 
as  your  friend,  your  Saviour,  when  He  can 
become  all  this  to  youf  Should  you  not 
love  Him  with  all  your  hearts,  when  he 
so  loves  you  that  He  has  given  Himself  for 
you? 

I  wish  that  every  child  and  youth  could 
love  Him  as  a  little  girl  of  six  years 
did,  who  died  a  few  years  ago.  When 
they  told  her  that  she  was  dying,  she  asked 
her  sister   to  read  to  her  from  the  Bible 
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about  Christ's  blessing  little  children  ;  and 
then  she  said,  "  How  kind  !  I  shall  soon  go 
to  Jesus  ;  He  will  soon.4ake  nie  up  in  His 
arms,  and  bless  me,  too,  and  no  disciple  shall 
keep  me  away."  Her  sister  kissed  her,  and 
said,  "  Do  you  love  me  ?  "  "  Yes,  my  dear," 
she  replied  ;  "  but  do  not  be  angry  if  I  love 
Jesus  better  J^ 

Another  reason  why  you  should  seek 
Christ  is,  that  you  are  sinners,  and  Christ 
takes*  the  wicked  heart  and  washes  out  all 
its  stains,  and  makes  it  "  whiter  than  snow." 
You  must  have  your  sins  forgiven,  or  you  can 
7iever  wear  a  crown  in  Heaven,  and  none  hut 
Christ  cslu.  forgive  them.  And  He  can  give  you 
a  heart  to  love  and  serve  Him  in  this  world, 
and  to  praise  Him  forever  in  the  place  which 
He  has  prepared  for  them  that  love  Him, 

II.  But  I  hear  some  one  asking,  "  How 
shall  I  seek  Him  ?  Jesus  Christ  is  away  up 
in  Heaven,  and  I  am  on  the  earth  :  if  I  seek 


THE    TREASURE-FINDERS.  161 


Him  ever  so  hard,  how  do  I  know  that  I  can 
find  Him  ?'^ 

A  lady  and  gentleman  who  were  travel- 
ling, one  evening  lost  their  way.  Coming  to 
a  cross-road,  they  saw  a  guide-board.  The 
gentleman  got  out ;  and  though  he  could  but 
just  see,  yet,  by  going  close  up  to  the  board, 
he  made  out  to  find  a  direction  which  helped 
him  to  find  his  way  to  the  place  he  wished 
to  visit.  Now,  suppose  he  had  refused  to 
look  at  the  board,  and  had  gone  on  blunder- 
ing in  the  dark,  and  had  not  found  the  place 
he  sought  all  night — what  would  you  have 
said  of  him  ?  Served  him  ricjlit.  Just  so.  A 
man  who  is  lost,  and  refuses  to  look  at  a 
guide-board,  deserves  to  wander  a  good 
while,  as  a  punishment  of  his  folly.  But 
would  not  such  conduct  be  just  as  foolish 
in  boys  and  girls,  and  would  not  a  long 
tramp  in  the  dark  be  a  just  punishment  for 
them,  too  ?  I  think  that  it  would. 

Now,  you  need  not  go  long  in  the  dark  to 
14^ 
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seek  Christ.  Tlte  Bible  is  your  guide- 
board.  It  tells  you  which  way  to  go  ;  it 
warns  you  against  by-paths  and  wrong 
roads,  against  false  guides,  and  pits  and 
traps,  and  otlier  dangers.  And  it  is  not  only 
a  guide-loard,  but  a  companion  all  the  way, 
if  you  will  only  keep  by  its  side  ;  and  not 
only  a  companion,  but  a  lamp  to  your  feet 
and  a  light  to  youi*  path.  Though  it  be 
ever  so  dark  all  around  you,  it  will  lead  you 
straight  to  this  Friend  whom  you  seek — 
straight  to  the  Saviour.  And  more  than 
tliis,  Jesus  Himself  will  help  you  to  find 
Him,  by  putting  His  Holy  Spirit  in  your 
hearts.  He  will  meet  you  more  than  half- 
way ;  and  while  you  are  all  trembling  and 
anxious,  lest  you  do  not  reach  Him,  all  at 
once  you  will  hear  His  voice  of  welcome  in 
your  hearts,  and  feel  yourself  taken  in  the 
arms  and  carried  in  the  bosom  of  the  kind 
Shepherd. 

Now  look  with  me  at  this  guide-board, 
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and  let  us  try  to  read  its  directions.     What 
does  it  say  to  us  ?     "  Except  ye  repent,  ye 
shall  all  likewise  jperisliJ^     Here,   tlien,  is 
the  first  step  towards  the  Saviour-    It  looks 
like  a  narrow,  thorny  path,  but  if  it  leads  to 
Christ  it  is,  after  all,  pleasant.     There  are 
not  many  travelling  it,  but  we  can  see  that 
those  who  are  in  it  are  Christ^s  people,  while 
the  crowds  in  yonder  broad  road  are  His 
enemies  ;  'and   who  had   not  rather  go  in 
a  narrow  road  to  heaven  than  in  a  broad 
one  to  hell?     So  tet  us  enter  this  narrow 
path.     You  will  see  as  you  enter  it,  that 
every  one,  like  Christian  in  the  "  Pilgrim's 
Progress,"  lias  his  hurden.    That  is,  all  who 
repent  feel  weighed  down  under  a  sense  of 
sin.  Do  you,  my  dear  young  friend,  feel  this 
burden  ?     Do  you  feel  a  sorrow  for  your  sin 
and  naughtiness  ?     If  you  do  not  you  are  in 
the  wrong  path^  and  I  fear  you  will  be  lost. 
Oh,  think,   then,   of  that  wicked  heart   of 
yours,  and  confess  its  wickeduas  to  Jesus, 


164  LITTLE    CROWXS. 


and  then  the  l)urden  will  roll  off  at  His 
cross.  For  see,  He  stands  in  the  narrow 
way,  and  says,  "  Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that 
labor  and  are  heayy  laden,  and  1  will  give 
yon  rest. 

But  look  again  at  the  guide-board.  What 
is  this  that  we  see  ?  "  Believe  on  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  and  thou  shalt  he  savedP  A  lit- 
tle child  once  woke  up  in  the  night  and  found 
that  the  house  was  on  fire.  He  was  away  up 
stairs,  and  his  father  slept  below,  and  he  saw 
that  the  stairs  were  all  in  flames,  and  he 
could  not  get  down.  Wiat  should  he  do  ? 
He  ran  to  the  window,  and  there  he  heard 
his  father^s  voice,  though  he  could  not 
see  him  in  the  crowd,  and  the  father  said, 
"  Jump,  my  child,  and  I loiU  catch  you/'  The 
little  boy  trembled,  for  it  was  a  long  leap 
for  him  to  take,  and  he  feared  it  might  kill 
him.  But  the  hot  fire  was  all  around  liim, 
and  he  knew  that  he  would  be  burned  to 
death  if  he  stayed  where  he  was.    He  clung 
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to  the  window,  looked  at  the  flames,  heard 
his  father  shouting  to  him  to  let  go,  thought 
of  that  father's  strc  ng  arms  and  loving  heart, 
and  then  let  go  Ms  liold^  and  in  an  instant 
found  himself,  unhurt,  in  his  father's  arms. 

Now,  that  boy  had  faith  in  his  parentis 
promise,  in  his  strength  and  in  his  love.  So 
you,  dear  children,  Avho  are  in  this  world 
that  is  to  be  burned  up,  and  who  are  all  the 
time  drawing  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  dread- 
ful fire  of  God's  wrath  hereafter,  do  you  not 
hear  the  Saviour's  voice,  saying,  "  Flee  from 
the  wrath  to  come  ?"  And  as  you  ask,  Hoio 
shall  I  flee,  Christ  says,  "  Let  yourself  drop 
into  my  strong  armsT'  Oh,  take  Jesus  at 
his  word  !  Trust  Him  /  as  your  Saviour, 
let  go  of  everything  else,  of  every  other 
hope,  of  every  thought  of  your  own  good- 
ness, and  fall  into  His  arms,  and  then  you 
will  have  come  to  Christ,  and  found  Him  as 
your  Saviour. 

Does  some  one  say,  "  I  want  to  repent  and 
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believe,  and  I  try  to  do  so,  but  I  do  not  find 
Jesus  yet  ?"  Let  us  look  at  the  guide-board 
again,  and  see  if  it  has  anything  to  meet 
your  case.  I  read  on  it  these  words : 
"  Strive  to  enter  in  at  the  straight  gateP 
Here,  then,  is  another  kind  direction. 

Now,  if  it  were  a  inillion  dollars  that  you 
were  seeking,  do  you  not  think  that  you 
would  try  pretty  hard  before  you  gave  it 
up  ?  If  you  were  drowning^  would  you  not 
struggle  with  all  your  might  to  keep  your 
head  above  water  and  reach  the  shore  ?  But 
Christ  is  worth  more  to  you  than  all  the  gold 
in  the  world,  and  you  ought  to  struggle  much 
harder  to  save  your  perishing  soul  than  your 
dying  body.  Christ  wants  you  to  te  in 
earnest  when  you  seek  Him,  for  oh.  He  was 
m  earnest  when  He  left  His  glorious  home, 
and  came  down  to  suffer  and  die  upon  the 
cross  that  such  as  you  might  come  to  Him 
and  be  saved. 

I  wish  you  were  as  earnest  in  seeking 
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Christ  as  six  poor  little  boys  near  Philadel- 
phia were  a  few  winters  ago.  They  used  to 
meet  every  evening  in  the  open  air,  and  in  the 
coldest  weather,  under  a  large  oak  tree,  for 
prayer, until  at  last  a  pouring  rain  drove  them 
to  seek  shelter  in  the  office  of  a  good  man, 
who  told  them  they  could  meet  there  as  often 
as  they  chose  to  do  so.  Think  of  it !  Not 
even  the  winter's  cold  and  storm  could  keep 
them  from  tlie  spot  where  they  were  seeking 
Christ 

And  this  reminds  me  of  another  direction 
that  you  will  find  on  the  guide-board,  (for 
you  see  it  is  very  full  and  very  plain,)  "Ask 
and  ye  shall  recelveJ^  What  delightful 
words  these  are !  Do  you  want  repentance  ? 
"  Ask  and  ye  shall  receive  !"  Do  you  want 
faith  ?  "  Ask  and  ye  shall  receive  !"  Do 
jou  want  your  sins  forgiven  ?  your  soul  wash- 
ed in  the  blood  of  Christ  ?  Do  you  want 
to  be  made  holy  ?  want  happiness,  want 
heaven  ?     Christ  says  to  you,  "  Ask  and  ye 
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shall  receive  !  "  In  other  words,  ''Pray  !  ^^Go 
right  to  Christ  with  all  your  wants  and  tell 
him  how  hard  your  heart  is,  and  how  you 
desire  a  new  one  ;  how  weak  your  faith  is, 
and  how  you  wish  it  strengthened  ;  liow  you 
want  Christ  to  become  your  friend,  and  want 
streng'th  and  grace  to  serve  Him,  and  Christ 
will  hear  your  prayer,  and  while  you  seek 
yan  will  find ! 

You  need  not  do  as  a  little  boy  did  who 
wanted  to  pray  and  hardly  knew  how  to  do 
it.  He  used  to  write  little  notes  to  the 
Saviour,  and  throw  them  out  of  the  window, 
hoping  that  Clu'ist  would  find  them.  If  you 
pray  with  the  heart,  your  prayers  will  rise, 
quicker  than  lightning,  to  the  throne  of 
Jesus — and  so  quickly  does  he  liear  prayer 
that  He  has  said  of  his  people,  "  Before  they 
call  Iiuill  answer^  and  vjliile  they  are  yet  speak- 
ing I  will  hear  !  " 

This,  then,  is  the  way  you  must  come  to 
Jesus  —  do  not  forget  it — with  repentance, 
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with/az//^,  with  earnestness,  and  y^'iih.  prayer. 
And  if  3'on  come  in  this  way  you  will  surely 
find  Him  ;  for  he  says  to  us,  "  Him  that  Com- 
eth unto  me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out." 

"  Every  one  that  asketh  receiveth,  and  every 
one  that  seeketh  findeth." 

Will  you  not  come  to  the  Saviour? 

HI.  "  Yes,"  some  child  or  youth  replies, 
"  /  loill  come  when  I  am  a  little  older  !  "  But 
does  the  smallest  child  think  that  he  is  too 
young  to  seek  Christ?  If  so,  you  m^ke  a 
great  mistake.  There  is  one  little  word  in 
my  text  that  has  a  great  deal  of  meaning, 
and  I  must  now,  in  the  third  place,  say  a  few 
words  about  it ;  the  word  "  early, '^  "  They 
that  seek  me  early  shall  find  me." 

A  Sabbath-school  teacher  lately  asked  her 
class  the  question,  "  How  soon  ought  a  child 
to  give  its  heart  to  God  ?  "  One  little  girl 
answered,  "When  thirteen  years  old,"  an- 
other, "  ten  ;"  another  "  szic."  At  length  the 
15 
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last  and  smallest  child  in  the  class  answered, 
^^  Just  as  soon  as  ive  hiiow  who  God  isj^ 

That  child  was  right.  No  doubt  she  had 
read  in  the  Bible  those  beautiful  words, 
"  Suffer  the  little  children  to  come  unto  me." 
Now,  is  there  a  child  who  reads  or  hears 
these  words  who  does  not  know  who  God 
is  ?  I  think  not.  Well,  if  you  know  who 
God  and  Christ  are,  and  know  what  it  is  to 
be  sorry  for  sin,  and  to  love  and  trust  the 
Lord  Jesus,  then  you  are  old  enough  to  seek 
Christ,  and  it  is  high  time  for  you  to  give 
your  hearts  to  Him. 

There  are  a  great  many  reasons  why  you 
should  do  this,  and  no  reason  at  all  why  you 
should  not  do  it. 

(1.)  Do  you  think  you  are  too  young  to  he 
happy  f  No,  you  say,  happi  uess  is  just  the 
thing  we  want.  Well,  then  you  are  not  too 
young  to  seek  Christ,  for,  as  I  have  tried  to 
show  you,  Christ  alone  can  make  you  happy. 
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His  "  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness,"  and 
all  his  "  paths  are  peace."  I  have  known 
young  people  who  said  they  would  not  be- 
come Christians  yet,  because  they  wished  to 
be  happy  a  few  years  longer.  Why,  they 
know  nothing  about  religion,  if  they  think 
they  can  be  half  as  happy  without  it  as  they 
can  be  with  it. 

"  How  long  have  you  been  a  Christian  ?  " 
said  one  old  man  to  another.  "  Fifty  years," 
said  he.  "  Well,"  asked  the  other,  "have  you 
ever  been  sorry  that  you  began  so  young  to 
serve  the  Saviour  ?  "  "  Oh,  no,"  said  the  old 
man,  and  the  tears  trickled  down  his  furrowed 
cheeks,  "  I  weep  when  1  think  of  the  sins  of 
my  youth !  It  is  this  that  makes  me  weep 
now ! " 

An  aged  woman  who  had  been  a  Christian 
for  more  than  fifty  years,  lay  on  her  dying 
bed.  She  said,  "  Tell  all  the  children  that 
an  old  woman  who  is  just  on  the  borders  of 
eternity,  is  very  much  grieved  that  she  did 
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not  begin  to  love  Christ  when  a  cliild.    Tell 
them  youth  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord. 

And  so  there  are  a  great  many  who  are 
grieved  that  they  did  not  serve  Christ  earlier 
— but  I  never  heard  of  a  Christian  being 
sorry  that  he  had  served  him  when  a  child  ; 
and  this  proves  that  the  sooner  you  seek 
Jesus  the  happier  you  will  be. 

(2.)  Another  reason  is,  that  it  is  a  great 
deal  easier  for  you  to  seek  Him  now  than  it 
will  be  by-and-by. 

A  few  years  ago  two  men  were  floating  in 
a  little  boat  on  the  Niagara  river,  both  fast 
asleep.  Soon  the  boat  began  to  move  slowly 
along  towards  the  falls.  They  might  then 
have  been  saved,  but  they  slept  on,  and  did 
not  dream  of  their  danger.  When  they  awoke 
they  were  in  the  rapids.  They  seized  the 
oars  and  worked  with  all  the  power  of  their 
strong  arms,  but  it  did  no  good — it  was  too 
late.     One  of  them  was  dashed  over  the  falls 
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in  an  instant :  the  other,  after  holding  on  to 
a  log  of  wood  for  twenty  hours,  was  also 
carried  over  the  dreadful  falls,  and  killed. 
Do  you  not  think  that  poor  man,  in  those 
twenty  hours  of  hopeless  life,  looked  back 
and  wished  that  he  had  awoke  a  little  sarlier, 
before  the  stream  had  floated  him  quite  §o  far? 

My  young  friend  the  stream  of  sin  is  like 
that  river.  It  grows  stronger  and  faster 
every  moment,  and  the  Lord  Jesus  knows 
well  how  hard  it  will  be  for  you  to  escape 
by-and-by.  So  He  stands  on  the  shore  and 
calls  you  to  take  hold  of  the  rope  of  salva- 
tion that  He  throws  out  to  you,  and  says, 
"  They  that  seek  me  early,  shall  find  me." 
"  Now  is  the  accepted  time,  behold  now  is 
the  day  of  salvation." 

Does  repentance  seem  hard  to  you  to-day? 
It  will  be  harder  yet  to-morroio.  Does  it 
seem  hard  to  give  up  your  hearts  to  Jesus 
now  ?  It  will  be  harder  still  the  next  time 
that  He  calls  you. 
15* 
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The  next  time,  do  I  say  ?  But  who  knows 
whether  He  will  call  you  again  ?  An  old 
Jewish  Rabbi  once  said  to  his  disciples, 
"Turn  to  God  one  day  before  you  die." 
'•  But  how  can  a  man  know  the  day  of  his 
death  ?"  asked  one  of  them.  He  answered, 
•'  Therefore  you  should  turn  to  God  to-day, 
for  perhaps  you  may  die  to-morroiv,  and  so 
every  day  will  be  spent  in  turning  to  Him." 
Here  then,  is  another  reason  for  seeking 
Christ  early,  that  if  you  wait  much  longer 
you  may  have  no  chance  to  seek  Him.  Your 
hearts  may  cease  to  beat  before  you  have 
given  them  to  God — your  hands  may  be 
cold  and  still  before  they  have  engaged  in 
Christ's  service — and  your  voice  silent  in 
death,  before  it  has  prayed,  "  God  be  mer- 
ciful to  me  a  sinner. 

I  always  love  to  close  with  a  promise,  and 
here  I  have  one  that  belongs  to  little  chil- 
dren, and  to  all  who  are  young ;  and  it  comes 
from  the  Lord  Jesus  himself,  and  so  we 
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know  that  it  is  true — ''  They  that  seek  me 
early,  shall  find  mer  You  may  seek  for 
riches  and  be  disappointed  ;  for  pleasures 
and  they  will  fly  from  you ;  for  long  life, 
and  be  brought  to  an  early  grave  ;  but  if 
you  seek  earnestly  for  Christ,  He  will  not 
hide  Himself  from  you,  for  they  that  seek 
Him  early  ^'  shall  find  Him  ^  And  when 
you  find  Jesus,  you  will  find  the  "  pearl  of 
great  price," — will  find  peace,  joy,  happiness 
treasures  in  heaven — will  find  a  golden 
crown  hereafter,  and  a  glorious  home  where 
Christ  is ! 

Oh,  forget  not  these  sweet  words  of  Jesus, 
but  think  of  them  day  and  night,  "  I  love 
them  that  love  me,  and  they  that  seek  me 
early  shall  find  me."  And  as  you  hear 
Christ  whispering  them  to  your  hearts,  will 
you  not  try  to  say,  as  David  did,  "  Thy  face 
Lord  will  I  seek  P''  and  pray  with  David, 
"Oh,  satisfy  me  early  with  thy  mercy,  that  I 
may  rejoice  and  be  glad  all  my  days  ?" 


VIII. 

"  CniLDREX  of  the  Heavenly  King, 
As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing : 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise. 
Glorious  in  His  works  and  ways. 

"  Ye  are  travelling  home  to  God 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod  ; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  ye 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

"  Shout,  ye  '  little  flock,'  and  blest. 
You  near  Jesus'  Throne  shall  rest . 
There  your  seats  are  now  prepared. 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward." 


(IVV) 


*    •    •    "The  children    crying    in    the   temple,  and  saying, 
Ilosanna  to  the  Son  of  David/'    Matthew  xxi.   15. 

'ERHAPS  there  are  some  people  who 
think  that  it  is  a  new  thing  for  the 
children  to  have  their  own  little  service  in 
the  church,  and  that  there  is  nothing  in  the 
Bible  about  it.  Now,  I  am  going  to  show 
you  that  it  is  a  very  old  thing.  I  am  going 
to  tell  you  about  a  children's  service  that 
was  held  by  some  Jewish  boys  and  girls 
more  than  eighteen  hundred  years  ago. 

If  you  read  the  first  eleven  verses  of  this 
chapter,  you  will  see  that  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  had  just  rode  into  Jerusalem  with  a 
great  many  people  going  before  Him  and 
following  Him,  who  were  all  very  joyful,  and 
who  tried  in  every  way  to  show  their  joy. 
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Some  took  off  their  coats  and  spread  tlieni 
over  the  road,  as  if  the  very  ground  was  not  , 
good  enough  for  Him  to  ride  upon.     Some 
cut  down  brandies   of   the  beautiful  palm 
trees,  and  waved  them  in  the  air,  and  scat- 
tered them  over  the  road,  and  all  the  time 
the  great  crowd — (Matthew  says  they  were 
"  a  very  great  multitude,") — kept  shouting 
and  singing  together,  "  Hosanna  to  the  Son 
of  David.     Blessed  is  He  that  cometh  in  the 
name  of  the  Lord  :  Hosanna  in  the  highest^ 
So  they  all  came  together  into  Jerusalem  ; 
and   then   Jesus  went  straight    up   to  the 
temple,  and  there  He  saw  a  beautiful  sight.  ^ 
A   great  many  children   had  ran   in  there 
when  they  saw  Christ  coming  :  and  I  have 
no  doubt  they  knew,  when  they  looked  upon 
His  kind,  gentle  face,  that  he  was  the  chil- 
dren's Friend.     Perhaps  some  of  them  had 
been  by  when  He  took  the  little  ones  in  His 
arms  and  blessed  them.     But,  however  that 
misrht  have  been,  they  began  to  sing  that 
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wonderful  song,  "  Hosanna  to  the  Son  of 
David "  and  I  have  no  doubt  they  sang  it 
very  sweetly. 

Now  the  chief  priests  and  Scribes,  (the 
ministers  who  lived  in  those  days),  had  never 
held  any  children's  services,  as  we  have,  and 
they  were  very  much  surprised  to  hear  their- 
little  voices  in  the  house  of  God — as  if  they^ 
had  not  as  good  a  right  as  any  to  praise^ 
their  Saviour  !  And  they  frowned  on  them,, 
and  looked  very  angry,  and  said  with  their 
eyes,  if  not  with  their  tongues,  what  business 
have  you  here,  singing  about  Jesus  ?  For- 
they  were  wicked  men,  and  hated  Jesus  with 
all  their  hearts.  But  they  did  not  dare  to- 
stop  them  ;  and  so  they  came  to  Christ,  and 
said,  with  an  ugly  sneer,,  "Hearest  Thou 
what  these  say  ? "  And  what  did  Jesus 
answer  them  ?  His  answer  was  a  beautiful 
one  :  "  Have  ye  never  read,  Out  of  tke 
mouths  of  babes  and  sucklings  Thou  hast 
perfected  praise  1 "  It  was  a^  if  he  had 
16 
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said,  "  You  ouglit  to  have  known  from  what 
David  says  in  the  Psalms  about  Christ,  that 
even  little  children  may  praise  Him."  And 
so  they  sang  away,  till  the  walls  of  the  old 
temple  rang  again,  and  Jesus  stood  and 
■imiiled  on  them,  just  as  He  smiles  on  you 
from  the  skies  when  He  sees  you  in  His 
house  ;  and  that  was  the  first  children^  ser- 
vice. .  Is  it  not  a  pleasant  thought  that  the 
first  song  to  Jesus,  in  God's  own  house,  when 
He  was  upon  earth,  was  sung  by  the  lambs 
of  His  flock  ?  I  think  he  meant  to  show  by 
this  that,  wliile  he  wants  us  all  to  praise 
Him,  He  takes  great  delight  in  the  praises 
of  youthful  voices^  when  he  hears  them  sing- 
ing the  songs  of  His  kingdom. 

I.  Now,  the  first  thing  I  wish  to  say  to 
you  about  my  text  is  this  :  that  children 
should  love  the  house  of  God.  They  had  often 
been  tliere  with  their  parents,  and  looked 
with  solemn  wonder  upon  the  house  where 
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God  dwelt,  and  felt  liappy  in  worshipping 
Him. 

So  God  wants  tliat  3'ou  all  should  love 
His  church.  Suppose  you  had  a  great  and 
powerful  friend  living  near  by,  who  war;  all 
the  time  giving  you  many  beautiful  presents, 
and  he  should  ask  you  to  come  often  to  his 
house,  that  he  might  give  you  more  and  bet- 
ter gifts  :  do  you  think  you  would  stay 
away,  and  tell  him,  "I  don't  like  your  house, 
and  don't  w^ant  to  go  there?  "  Why  no  ; 
3^ou  would  go  just  as  often  as  you  could,  and 
would  be  very  thankful  that  he  let  you  come. 
Now  God  is  all  the  time  making  you  pres- 
ents. He  gives  you  life  and  health,  and 
parents  and  friends,  and  home,  and  food  and 
clothing,  and  the  Bible,  and  the  Sabbath- 
school,  and,  the  best  of  all.  His  own  Son 
Jesus  Christ,  to  save  you  from  Hell  and  take 
you  to  Heaven.  And  the  Clmrch  is  God's 
house,  where  He  lets  His  friends  come  and 
visit,  and   talk*  with  HiiUj  and  w^here  Ho 
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talks  with  them  by  His  Word  and  His  Holy 
Spirit,  and  where  he  gives  rich  heavenly 
gifts  to  their  souls,  and  prepares  them  to  go 
to  Heaven  when  they  die.  He  has  a  great 
many  chiirch-es,  but  he  lives  in  all  of  them. 
Although  you  cannot  see  Him,  He  is  in  His 
house  whenever  you  go  there,  looking 
straight  into  all  your  hearts,  and  wanting, 
oh,  how  much,  to  do  you  good,  and  make 
you  happy  as  tlie  angels,  if  you  will  only  let 
Him.  And  ought  you  not  to  love  this  house 
of  your  best  Friend,  and  to  love  His  holy 
day,  and  to  love  to  pray  and  sing  to  Him  ? 

I  have  seen  children  who  think  tliat  Sun- 
day is  a  very  dull,  stupid  kind  of  a  day,  and 
the  church  a  dull  sort  of  a  place.  But  I 
know  why  they  think  so — they  do  not  love, 
in  their  hearts,  their  best  Friend.  If  they 
did,  I  am  sure  they  would  love  His  house. 

"  Mamma,"  said  a  little  girl,  one  day, 
"  don't  you  wish  Sunday  came  right  after 
Wednesday?    Sunday,    Monday,    Tuesday 
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Wednesday,  and  then  Sunday  again  ? " 
"  Why,  my  darling,"  answered  her  mother, 
"  God  has  arranged  the  week  in  His  own 
wise  way,  and  I  am  sure  it  is  the  best,  I 
should  not  like  it  different."  '*  But,  mamma," 
said  the  little  girl,  "  is  it  not  so  selfish  in  us 
to  keep  for  ourselves  six  days,  while  we  give 
only  one  to  God  ?  So  selfish,  mamma,  and 
He  gives  us  everything  we  have !  "  Ah,  she 
loved  jGod's  day,  and  loved  God's  house,  and 
thought  that  she  could  not  go  there  too 
often. 

And  you  ought  to  love  it  for  another  rea- 
son. You  read  in  your  Bibles  about  the 
great  ^ates  of  Heaven,  that  are  made  of 
beautiful  pearls,  and  you  have  often  thought 
how  you  would  like  to  see  them — they  must 
be  so  splendid.  I  hope  you  ivill  all  see  them 
when  you  die.  But  do  you  know  that 
Heaven  has  a  great  many  gates  in  this  world 
that  you  can  see  with  these  eyes,  and  can  go 
through  with  these  little  feet  ?  It  is  so  ;  for 
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what  did  Jacob  say  about  the  place  where  he 
worshipped  God  ?  "  This  is  none  other  but 
the  house  of  God,  and  this  is  the  gate  of 
Heaven  J^  That  is,  God's'  house  is  one  of  the 
outer  gates  of  that  beautifal  city  ;  and  when 
we  come  into  it  Heaven  seems  nearer  than  it 
does  anywhere  else.  Here  we  learn  about 
Heaven,  and  here  God  comes  down  to  our 
souls  and  helps  us  to  prepare  for  that  happy 
land.  Now,  I  know  that  you  all  wan%to  go 
to  Heaven.  Will  you  not  then,  remember 
when  the  church-bell  rings  out  its  sweet  Sab- 
bath call,  that  it  is  all  the  time  saying  to 
you — "  Come  to  the  house  of  God — come  to 
the  gate  of  Heaven  ?  Oh,  I  am  sure  that  if 
you  ask  God  to  give  you  a  new  heart — a 
heart  to  love  Him — you  will  loye  His  house 
as  those  children  did  who  went  up  to  the 
temple  to  sing.  Then  you  will  love  it  as  a 
dear  little  child  in  Wales  did,  about  sixty 
years  ago,  of  whom  I  want  to  tell  you. 
She  used  to  walk  a  great  ways  to  the 
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church,  and  tlie  minister,  wlien  lie  met  her 
one  day,  stopped  to  talk  with  her  a  little  ; 
for  she  always  listened  so  earnestly  to  his 
preaching  that  he  felt  very  much  interested 
in  her  ;  and  she  was  always  able  to  tell  him 
the  text  he  had  preached  from  on  the  last 
Sunday.  But  this  time,  when  he  asked  her 
for  the  text,  she  hung  her  head  and  could 
not  answer  him.  He  asked  again,  and  she 
began^to  cry  ;  and  then  she  said  the  weather 
had  been  so  bad  that  she  could  not  get  to 
read  the  Bible.  "Why,  how  was  that?" 
said  the  minister.  Then  she  told  him  that 
there  was  no  Bible  at  her  home,  or  among 
her  friends,  and  so  she  had  travelled  every 
week,  on  foot,  seven  miles  to  a  place  where 
there  was  a  Welsh  Bible,  on  purpose  to  read 
the  chapter  from  which  the  minister  had 
taken  his  text ;  but  that  week  it  had  been 
so  cold  and  stormy  that  she  could  not  go. 

Now  I  wonder  how  many  of  these  dear 
children,  with  your  Bibles  in  your  houses 
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can  tell  your  minister  the  next  time  lie  mec-, 
you  what  was  the  text  of  his  last  sermon, 
and  in  what  book,  and  chapter,  and  verse  it 
is  to  be  found?  Oh,  love  God's  house,  love 
the  preaching,  the  singing,  the  praying  ;  and 
may  the  church  be  to  you  all  a  beautiful  gate 
of  Heaven,  until  you  shall  have  passed  be- 
yond it,  and  through  the  pearly  gates  on 
high  into  the  golden  streets  of  the  New 
Jerusalem. 

II.  A  second  thing  that  our  text  teaches 
is,  th^t  cInldreR  have  reason  to  praise  Christ. 
In  the  temple  they  sang,  "  Hosanna  to  the 
Son  of  David,"  and  Jesus  was  pleased  with 
their  song.  So  now,  and  at  all  times,  though 
you  do  not  see  Him,  the  Lord  Jesus  is  "  in 
His  holy  temple,"  and  I  think  I  see  Him 
smile  with  gladness  as  He  listens  to  your 
sweet  voices  shouting  His  praise. 

1.  Children  should  sing  Hosanna  to 
Christ,  because  He  is  so  lovely  and  so  glorious. 
Read  His  life  in  the  gospel,  and  see  what  a 
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beautiful  life  it  was.  He  was  always  going 
about  and  doing  good,  always  gentle  and 
kind,  even  to  those  who  hated  Him,  and  His 
great  heart  was  brim-full  of  love  for  every- 
body. Eead  about  His  going  to  the  throne 
in  Heaven,  where  He  is  King  over  all  His 
worlds,  and  can  you  help  praising  so  won- 
derful a  Being  ? 

2.  And  think  what  He  has  done  for  yon. 
Why,  He  has  died  that  you  might  live  for- 
ever in  glory — has  laid  down  His  life  for 
His  precious  lambs,  to  save  their  souls  from 
being  torn  and  devoured  by  Satan. 

At  a  prayer-meeting,  in  Brooklyn  a  little 
while  ago,  there  was  heard  a  low,  sobbing 
voice  of  a  poor  little  Irish  'girl,  saying  over 
and  over  again  these  three  words,  "  Jesus, 
save  me,"  "  Jesus,  save  me."  These  were  all 
the  words  that  she  knew  how  to  use  ;  but 
she  felt  that  she  was  a  poor,  lost  sinner,  and 
that  Christ  had  died  to  save  her,  and  so  she 
kept  repeating  her  little  prayer  till  Jesus 
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answered  it,  and  her  heart  was  made  very 
happy.  Oh,  we  need  not  offer  long  prayers 
to  bring  down  the  answer.  I  am  sure  that 
any  child  here  can  say  those  three  words, 
and  if  you  will  say  them,  feeling  exeTj  word, 
and  wishing  with  all  your  heart  to  be  saved, 
you  may  be  just  as  happy  as  she  was.  And 
when  she  felt  that  Christ  had  saved  her,  and 
made  lier  God's  own  child,  she  sang  a  new 
song  of  praise  to  His  name.  Well,  this 
little  girl  wanted  to  show  her  Sunday-school 
teacher  how  thankful  she  was  to  her  for  her 
kind  instructions.  But  what  could  she  give  ? 
She  was  very  poor,  and  had  not  even  one 
cent,  and  could  buy  nothing.  Presently  she 
had  a  happy  thought :  she  took  a  strip  of 
canvas  and  worked  in  it  the  three  words  of 
her  first  prayer,  "  Jesus  save  '/?ie,"  and  then 
cut  off  a  piece  of  her  bonnet  string,  and 
sewed  it  on  that,  and  gave  it  to  her  teacher 
for  a  book-mark.  At  another  prayer-meet- 
ing in  Brooklyn,  a  gentleman  told  this  story, 
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and  all  at  once  nine  persons  rose  up,  and 
asked  them  to  pray  that  the  same  Jesus 
might  save  them  ;  and  some  of  them,  before 
they  went  home  tliat  night,  began  to  sing  of 
the  love  of  Christ  that  had  saved  them  too, 
and  given  them  a  hope  of  glory.  Oh,  how 
can  we  help  praising  such  a  loving  Saviour, 
who  has  given  Himself  {ov  us? 

Let  me  tell  you  of  another  child,  who  lay 
on  a  bed  of  sickness.  She  had  that  awful 
disease  that  has  laid  so  many  little  bodies 
in  the  grave,  Diptheria.  Her  mother  told 
her  that  she  must  die,  and  asked  her 
whether  she  was  ready  to  meet  her  God. 
The  suffering  girl  looked  tenderly  at  her 
mother,  and  tried  to  speak,  but  could  not ; 
and  then  she  made  a  motion  with  her  hand, 
as  if  she  would  like  to  write.  They  handed 
her  a  pencil  and  paper.  Feebly  the  pale 
lingers  grasped  the  pencil,  and  wrote  one 
word,  "  unworthy ^^''  and  then  she  closed  her 
eyes  and  her  head  fell  back  upon  the  pil- 
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loTT.  But  presently  a  lieayenlj  smile  broke 
over  her  face,  and  slie  took  the  pencil  again 
and  wrote,  "  Jesus  Christ "  :  and  when  she 
had  finished  the  last  letter,  her  hand 
dropped,  and  her  soul  went  to  be  with  her 
Lord  and  Saviour — went  to  sing  "  Hosanna 
to  the  Son  of  David,"  with  the  blessed  angels 
in  glory.  Now,  like  her,  we  are  all  "  un 
ivortJiy,^^  but  Jesus  will  save  us  as  He  did 
her,  if  we  give  our  hearts  to  Him.  Ought 
we  not,  then,  to  praise  Him  f 

3.  Another  reason  why  children  should 
praise  Jesus  is,  because  tliis  is  the  icay  to 
make  this  loorld  liJce  heaven,  and  to  become 
ourselves  like  the  blessed  angels. 

Do  you  not  sometimes  wish  you  could  hear 
the  angels  singing,  so  as  to  know  whether 
their  songs  are  anything  like  ours?  I 
hope  we  may  all  hear  them  and  sing  with 
them  by-and-by  ;  but  I  can  tell  you  now 
one  of  their  songs,  for  the  prophet  Jolm 
once  heard  it,  and  he  has  written  it  down 
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for  US  in  the  Book  of  Revelation.  Suppose 
that  we  could  all  be  lifted  to  the  iqii^^'i^ 
"  gate  of  heaven,"  and  listen  for  a  moment 
to  what  is  going  on  inside.  We  should' 
hear  music  sweeter  than  we  ever  dreamed 
of  before.  But  the  words  would  not  be 
strange  to  us.  They  would  be  very  much 
like  those  of  the  children  in  the  temple — 
"  Hosanna  to  the  son  of  David!" — for 
John  tells  us  that  they  sing  the  praises  of 
God  and  of  tJie  Lamh — that  is  of  Jesus — 
and  shout,  "Worthy  is  the  Lamb  that  was 
slain!" 

Do  you  not  see,  then,  that  when  we  sing 
about  Jesus  we  are  doing  just  what  the 
angels  do,  and  what  all  who  have  gone 
from  this  world  to  heaven  are  now  doing, 
and  what  ire  shall  do  if  we  ever  get  to  that 
holy,  happy  place  ?  And  if  you  do  not  love 
to  sing  and  pray  to  Jesus  7wiv,  do  you  think 
you  can  be  happy  in  that  world  where 
every  one  is  loving  and  praising  Him? 
17 
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You  have  often  sung  those  beautiful  words, 
"  I  want  to  be  an  angel."  Do  you  want  to 
be  one,  really  ?  Then  try  to  love,  and  sing, 
and  serve  the  Saviour  like  an  angel,  (and 
you  need  not  wait  till  you  get  to  heaven 
to  do  that,)  and  you  will  find  in  it  a  sweet 
joy  and  peace  that  the  world  can  never 
give  you. 

A  gentleman  once  said  to  a  young  lady, 
who  was  the  sweetest  singer  in  the  choir, 
"  What  iciU  you  do  ivitTi  that  voice  in  eter- 
nity .^"  The  more  the  young  lady  thought 
of  the  solemn  question,  the  more  she  felt 
that  her  voice  was  given  her  tO  praise  the 
Saviour  with,  and  that  this  was  the  best  use 
she  could  make  of  it  here  ;  and  so  she  gave 
Ilim  all  her  heart,  and  voice,  and  strength 
to  praise  and  serve  Him. 

And  oh,  your  voice,  dear  child,  what 
will  you  do  with  it  in  eternity,  if  you  do 
not  noio  begin  to  obey  and  serve  the  Lord 
Jesus?    He  now  asks  vou  for  that  voice, 
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that  He  may  tune  it  to  tlie  heavenly  an- 
thems. He  asks  you  for  that  heart,  that 
He  may  attune  it  to  licavenly  pleasures. 
Oh,  give  yourselves  up  to  Him,  and  be 
happy ! 

There  are  many,  many  children  in  the 
great  house  of  God  on  high,  singing  to-day, 
Hosanna  to  the  Son  of  David.  But  though 
they  sing  ever  so  sweetly,  yet  there  are 
other  voices  which  Jesus  wants  to  hear. 
The  great  choir  of  heaven  is  not  yet  filled 
up.  Its  music  is  not  yet  strong  and  loud 
enough,  and  there  are  many  harps  of  gold 
all  ready  for  those  who  will  take  them. 
Oh,  give  your  hearts  to  Jesus,  and  then  you 
will  be  so  happy  that  you  can  no  more  help 
singing  than  the  birds  can  help  it.  And 
you  know  the  morning  is  the  time  when 
the  birds  sing  the  most  sweetly.  So  the 
morning  of  your  life  is  the  time  for  you  to 
praise  the  Lord  Jesus.  And  do  not  think 
that  you  must  praise  Him  with  your  voice 
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only.  Show  how  much  you  love  Him  by 
oheying  Him  in  your  lives  ;  and  let  every- 
thing you  do  and  say  be  like  the  different 
parts  of  one  great,  long  "  Hosanna  to  the 
the  Son  of  David!"  Then,  when  death 
comes,  although  his  cold  hand  upon  your 
lips  will  stop  every  other  song,  it  cannot 
stop  your  praises  to  the  dear  Redeemer,  but 
you  shall 

"  "With  the  angels  stand, 
A  crown  upon  your  forehead,  a  harp  within  your 

hand, 
And^ight  before  your  Saviour,  so  glorious  and  so 

bright, 
You'll  wake  the  sweetest  music,  and  praise  Him 
day  and  night." 


TX. 

"  Little  travellers,  Zion-ward, 
Each  one  entering  into  rest, 

In  the  kingdom  of  your  Lord, 
Li  the  mansions  of  the  blest — 

There,  to  welcome,  Jesus  waits. 

Gives  the  crowns  His  followers  win , 

Lift  your  heads,  ye  golden  gates, 

Let  the  little  travellers  in. 

% 

"  All  our  earthly  journey  past. 

Every  tear  and  pain  gone  by, 
Here  together  met  at  last 

At  the  portals  of  the  sky : 
Each  the  welcome,  '  Come,'  awaits, 

Conquerors  over  death  and  sin : 
Lift  your  heads,  ye  golden  gates, 

Let  the  little  travellers  iii  /" 

17*  (19*7) 


ifei  €xmu  mi  §m&tim  %Vm. 


"  And  the  streets  of  the  city  shall  be  full  of  boys  and  girls,  play- 
)g  in  the  streets  thereof.'" — Z^chakiau  viii.  5. 


'"  'HAT  is  more  pleasant  than  to  see 


children  playing  happily  together 
about  their  quiet  homes  without  any  fear 
of  being  harmed !  How  sad  and  dreary 
any  place  would  be  if,  when  we  walked 
through  the  streets,  or  looked  into  the 
houses  or  yards,  we  should  hear  no  glad 
shouts  of  boys  or  girls  at  play !  Now,  if 
you  had  been  in  the  city  of  Jerusalem  when 
the  prophet  Zechariah  wrote  these  words, 
you  would  have  seen  a  very  gloomy  place. 
You  would  have  seen  a  great  many  empty 
houses,  with  their  walls  tumbling  to  the 
ground,  and  large  heaps  of  ashes  and  cin- 
ders where  the  best  part  of  the  city  had 

(199) 
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been  ;  and  you  would  have  seen  only  a  very 
»  few  children  there  ;  and  they  would  have 
run    away,   frightened,   at   the    face   of  a 
stranger.  * 

Why  was  this?  xVh,  the  little  Jewish 
boys  and  girls  whose  houses  were  so  silent 
and  dreary  were,  most  of  them,  away  off  in 
Babylon.  Their  parents  had  become  very 
wicked,  and,  as  I  have  told  you  before,  God 
punished  them  by  letting  a  great  king  carry 
them  away  and  make  them  servants  in  his 
own  country.  But  were  the  Jews  never  to 
come  back  to  their  homes  in  Jerusalem? 
Yes  :  for  now  they  began  to  be  very  sorry 
for  their  sins,  and  to  give  back  their  hearts 
to  God,  and  to  pray  to  Him.  And  God 
heard  their  prayers,  and  sent  His  prophet 
to  tell  them  that  their  city  should  be  built 
up  again  ;  and,  to  show  them  how  happy 
and  peaceful  they  then  should  be.  He  said 
that  the  streets,  which  were  now  so  lonely, 
y  should  yet  be  ^^full  of  hoys  and  gvrls^])lay- 
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ing.^^     And  in  a  few  years  it  all  came  to 
pass,  just  as  God  had  said. 

But  it  is  about  another  city  that  I  now 
wish  to  talk  with  you.  The  Apostle  Paul 
speaks  of  "  the  heavenly  Jerusalem,"  and 
the  "  Jerusalem  which  is  above  y"  and  John, 
in  the  book  of  Revelation,  calls  Heaven  the 
"  New  Jerusalem."  I  shall  now  try  to  tell 
you  something  about  that  holy,  heavenly 
city,  whose  golden  streets  are  "  full  of  boys 
and  girls,"  and  about  the  way  to  get  there. 

I.  And,  first,  how  shall  I  describe  to  you 
that  city  ?  It  is  more  beautiful  than  we 
can  even  thinh  of.  There  are  many  splen- 
did cities  in  this  world,  but  none  that  are 
half  as  glorious  as  heaven.  There  are  many 
happy  homes  all  around  us,  but  none  that 
are  half  as  happy  as  those  mansions  of  our 
Father's  house  on  high. 

Let  us  now  try  to  look  in  through  the 
gates  of  that  city,  and  see  some  of  its  glo- 


202  LITTLE    CEOWNS. 


ries.  How  can  we  do  this  ?  We  look  up 
into  the  blue  sky,  but,  though  we  try  ev^er 
so  hard,  we  can  see  nothing  beyond  it. 
And  when  night  comes  on  we  watch  the 
bright  stars  twinkling  like  silver  crowns 
upon  us,  and  wonder  if  some  star,  brighter 
than  the  rest,  may  not  be  the  city  where 
our  crowns  are  waiting  for  us,  but  still  we 
do  not  see  Heaven.  A  child  who  was  once 
looking  with  wonder  upon  the  stars,  asked 
if  they  were  not  holes  in  the  floor  of  heaven, 
to  let  the  glory  through.  Another,  a  little 
girl  in  Sweden,  walking  with  her  father 
one  night,  looked  up  to  the  starry  skies  and 
said,  "  Father,  I  have  been  thinking  if  the 
wrong  side  of  heaven  is  so  beautiful,  what 
must  the  right  side  he  P''  And  a  poet  has 
beautifully  said, 

"  Since  o'er  ^h^  fooUtool  here  below 

Such  radiant  gems  are  strewn, 

O  !  what  magnificence  must  glow, 

My  God,  about  Thy  throne  !" 
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Yet,  after  all,  we  can  see  but  a  very  small 
number  of  the  stars  with  our  eyes  alone  ; 
and  SO  men  make  what  they  call  telescopes^ 
and  when  we  look  through  them  we  can  see 
thousands  and  millions  of  stars  a  2:reat 
way  off,  that  we  could  not  see  before — yet 
even  then  we  cannot  see  heaven.  But  God 
has  given  us  something  better  than  a  tele- 
scope, and  if  we  look  through  it  we  can  see 
that  "happy  land"  that  is  so  "far,  far 
away."  I  mean  the  Bible,  which  helps  the 
eye  of  the  soul  to  look  beyond  the  stars, 
right  into  the  holy  city,  and  to  see  the  king- 
dom and  the  crown  that  is  prepared  for 
those  who  love  Jesus. 

Let  us  look  together  through  this  clear, 
strong  glass  of  heavenly  truth,  and  what  do 
we  see  ?  In  the  next  to  tho  last  chapter  of 
the  Bible  we  see  tliat  heaven  is  a  place 
where  "  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears " 
from  His  people's  eyes  :  where  "  there  shall 
be  no  more  death,  neither  sorrow  nor  cry- 
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ing,  neifher  shall  there  be  any  more  pain." 
How  glorious !  No  tears,  no  death,  no 
pain !  0,  "  what  must  it  be  to  be 
there !" 

But  let  us  look  again,  and  find  out  what 
maJces  it  such  a  happy  place.  "  He  that 
over  Cometh  shall  inherit  all  things  ;"  that 
is,  all  these  things.  What  does  this  mean  ? 
Why,  that  every  one  who  conquers  sin  and 
Satan,  and  who  is  good  and  holy,  and  whose 
sins  have  been  washed  away  by  the  blood 
of  Jesus,  shall  go  there.  Heaven  is  happy 
only  because  it  is  holy.  It  is  notliing  but 
sin  that  causes  all  our  tears  and  pains,  and 
sicknesses,  and  our  death.  Have  you  not 
found  out  that  you  are  never  happy  when 
you  do  wrong  ?  when  you  are  angry,  or  en- 
vious, or  disobedient  ?  This  shows  that  no 
place  can  be  happy  where  sin  is.  If  heaven 
were  an  hundred  times  more  beautiful  than 
it  really  is,  no  one  with  a  wicked  heart 
could  be  happy  there,  for  holiness  makes 
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heaven^  and  sin  makes  hell.  This  is  the 
reason  why  our  wicked  hearts  must  be 
changed  for  new  and  holy  ones  before  we 
can  go  to  that  happy  place. 

But  let  us  look  once  more  at  the  holy 
city,  for  we  cannot  look  at  it  too  often. 
The  prophet  John  says  that  an  angel  came 
and  carried  him  away  in  spirit  to  a  great 
and  high  mountain,  and  "  showed  him  that 
great  city,  the  holy  Jerusalem,  descending 
out  of  heaven  from  God,  having  the  glory 
of  God  ;  and  her  light  was  like  unto  a  stone 
most  precious."  And  it  "  had  a  wall  great 
and  high,  and  had  twelve  gates,  and  at  the 
gates  twelve  angels."  And  a  little  furtlier 
on  he  says,  "  the  twelve  gates  were  twelve 
pearls  ;"  "  and  the  street  of  the  city  was  of 
pure  gold  ;"  "  and  the  city  had  no  need  of 
the  sun,  neither  of  the  moon  to  shine  in  it, 
for  the  glory  of  the  Lord  did  lighten  it,  and 
the  Lamb  is  the  light  thereof." 

What  a  beautiful  place,  all  shining  with 
18 
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gold  and  gems  !  Would  you  not  love  to  be 
there  ? 

Let  me  tell  you  a  story  of  a  child  who 
saw  heaven  in  her  dreams.  "  I  dreamed," 
said  little  Ellen,  '•  that  I  stood  outside  the 
gate  of  heaven,  and  looked  in.  The  gate 
was  all  made  of  precious  stones  ;  but  I 
could  see  through  it.  I  could  see  the 
street,  and  it  was  all  pure  gold.  I  saw  an- 
gels playing  on  large  harps  ;  and  I  heard 
such  singing  as  I  never  heard  on  earth. 
They  were  all  singing  the  same  words  ;  but 
I  could  not  tell  what  they  were.  As  I  was 
looking,  God  spoke  to  me.  He  asked  me 
if  I  had  a  new  heart.  I  told  him  I  did  not 
know.  He  said,  '  If  you  have  not,  you  can- 
not come  in  here  ;  but,  if  you  will  go  back 
to  earth,  and  pray  for  it,  you  shall  have 
one,  and  I  will  send  an  angel  and  bring  you 
up  here.' 

"  So  I  went  back  to  earth,  and  went  into 
a  closet ;  and,  as  I  was  praying,  an  angel 
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came  and  took  me,  and  put  me  in  one  side 
of  his  bosom,  and  dear  sister  Annie  in  the 
other,  and  carried  us  up  to  heaven.  You 
don't  know  how  sweetly  we  looked.  We 
were  just  like  two  little  flowers  tucked  in 
his  bosom. 

"  When  we  came  to  the  gate,  an  angel 
opened  it  for  us,  and  we  went  in.  Before, 
when  I  heard  the  music,  I  thought  I  never 
could  sing  like  that ;  but,  the  moment  I 
was  in,  I  could  sing  as  well  as  any  of  them. 
Angels  were  all  the  while  coming,  bringing 
little  babies  in  their  bosoms  ;  and,  the  mo- 
ment they  were  in,  they  would  sing  as  loud 
and  as  sweet  as  the  rest.  I  saw  my  mother  ; 
and  she  looked  glorious  and  beautiful.  She 
was  playing  on  a  harp,  and  singing,  oh  !  so 
sweetly  !  G-randmother,  too,  was  there  ; 
and,  oh !  Annie,  her  wrinkles  were  all 
gone  ;  and  she  looked  as  young  as  you  do  ; 
and  her  face  shone,  and  she  was  singing 
too.    I  said, '  Grandmother,  there  was  great 
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weeping  when  you  left  earth.'  She  said, 
'  Yes  ;  but  I  would  not  like  to  go  back.'  I 
saw  Jesus  sitting  on  a  throne,  and  angels 
worshipping  him ;  and  when  I  saw  how 
bright  and  glorious  everything  was,  I 
wished  that  I  had  never  sinned." 

Yes,  dear  children,  I  am  sure  that  will 
be  the  wish  of  all  of  us,  if  we  ever  get 
there,  that  we  had  never  sinned. 

But  this  was  only  a  dream,  and  the  Bible 
is  better  than  all  the  dreams  and  visions  men 
have  ever  had.  Read  and  study  the  Bible, 
and  you  will  find  that  the  glories  of  heaven 
are  greater  than  any  earthly  eye  has  seen, 
or  ear  has  heard,  or  mind  has  thought  of. 
The  fact  is,  they  are  so  great  that  they  can- 
not be  told  to  us.  If  a  bright  angel  were 
to  come  down  from  heaven  on  purpose  to 
tell  us  about  them,  I  believe  that  he  would 
tremble  and  stammer  and  hesitate,  and 
then  say,  as  Paul  did,  after  he  had  been 
caught  up  to  heaven,  that  the  things  which 
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he  had  seen  there   it  was  not  possible  to 
utter. 

Now,  may  children  go  to  that  beautiful 
city  ?  May  little  feet  walk  in  those  golden 
streets,  and  little  hands  play  on  the  harps 
of  heaven,  and  little  voices  sing  with  the 
angels  "  the  song  of  Moses  and  the  Lamb "  ? 

II.  Yes  )  and  I  wish  now  to  show  you,  in 
the  second  place,  that,  like  the  old  Jeru- 
salem, the  Wew  Jerusalem  is  ^^full  of  hoys 
and  girls  :^''  that,  in  the  words  of  the  beau- 
tiful hymn, 

"  Around  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven 
Thoiisandfi  of  children  stand; 
Children  whose  sins  are  all  forgiven, 
A  holy,  happy  band, 

Singing,  *  Glory  be  to  God  on  High."* 

Do  you  know  that  more  than  one-half  of 
all  the  people  who  are  born  into  this  world 
die  when  they  are  very  small  ?    Perhaps 
18* 
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some  of  jou  have  lost  a  little  brother  or  sis- 
ter, a  sweet,  beautiful  babe,  whom  you  had 
just  learned  -to  love  very  dearly  when  God 
took  it  from  you,  and  it  was  buried  out  of 
your  sight.  You  remember  how  you  wept 
when  you  saw  the  tiny  hands  folded  so  cold 
and  still,  and  the  bright  eyes  closed,  and 
found  that,  although  you  called  ever  so 
loudly,  you  could  not  make  it  hear.  Yes,  a 
great  many  of  us  have  followed  these  little 
ones  to  the  grave  ;  and  now,  all  over  the 
world,  sweet,  lovely  children  are  dying. 

"  There  is  no  flock,  however  watched,  and  tended, 
But  one  dead  lamb  is  there." 

Now,  what  becomes  of  these  little  ones 
who  have  hardly  begun  to  live  before  they 
die  ?  We  know  where  their  hodies  are,  but 
where  are  their  souls  ?  I  believe  that  our 
Saviour  answered  the  question,  when  he  said, 
"  Suffer  the  little  children  to  come  unto  me, 
and  forbid  them  not,  for.  of  such  is  the  Icing- 
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dom  of  heaven^  Jesus,  like  a  good  Shep- 
herd, takes  up  these  little  lambs  in  His  arms, 
and  carries  them  in  His  bosom  safe  to  His 
heavenly  fold  ;  and  so 

**  Millions  of  infant  souls  compose 
The  family  above." 

I  have  told  you  of  a  little  girl's  dream  of 
heaven.  Once  there  was  a  minister,  Mr. 
Finley,  who  had  something  like  a  vision  of 
the  Holy  City,  and  of  the  little  children 
there.  He  was  very  sick  ;  and  when  his 
friends  were  weeping  about  his  bed,  and 
waiting  to  see  him  die,  he  tiLOught  he  saw  an 
angel  come  to  him,  and  take  him  on  his 
wings  to  heaven.  The  great  high  gates 
rolled  back  upon  their  golden  hinges,  and  as 
he  entered  he  saw  the  most  beautiful  objects. 
.Before  him  was  the  "  pure  river  of  water  of 
life,  clear  as  chrystal,"  and  upon  each  side 
of  the  river  beautiful  trees,  all  covered  with 
fruits  and  flowers.     Briglit  angels  were  float- 
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ing  in  the  air,  and  Jijing  back  and  forth  from 
this  world.  But  he  said  that  the  most  lovely 
thino:  that  he  saw  there  was  a  little  cMld. 
"  There  was  nothing  with  which  the  blessed 
babe  could  be  compared.  Its  wings  were 
long  and  beautiful,  and  tinged  with  all  the 
colors  of  the  rainbow.  Its  dress  seemed  to 
be  of  the  whitest  silk,  covered  with  the  soft- 
est white  down.  Its  face  was  all  radiant 
with  glory  :  its  very  smile/'  said  he,  "  now 
plays  around  my  heart.  I  gazed  and  gazed 
with  wonder  upon  this  heavenly  child." 

At  length  he  said,  "  If  I  have  to  return  to 
the  earth,  I  should  love  to  take  this  child 
with  me,  and  show  it  to  the  weeping  mothers 
of  the  earth.  I  think  when  they  see  it  they 
will  never  shed  another  tear  over  their  chil- 
dren when  they  die."  Then  he  tried  to  take  it 
iu  his  arms,  but  it  flew  from  him.  to  one  of  the 
topmost  boughs  of  the  Tree  of  Life,  and  then 
sweetly  looked  on  him,  and  began  singing, 
"  To  'Him  that  hath  loved  me,  and  washed 
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me  from  my  sins  in  His  own  blood,  to  Him 
be  glory,  both  now  and  forever.     Amen." 

When  the  good  man  awoke  from  this 
dream  he  clasped  his  hands  for  joy,  and 
sprang  from  liis  bed,  and  could  not  stop 
praising  God.  Now,  whether  he  saw  a  real 
angel-child  or  not,  of  this  we  may  be  sure, 
the  little  ones  in  glory  are  even  more  beau- 
tiful and  happy  than  he  could  describe,  or 
than  any  of  us  can  know  until  we  see  them 
there. 

But  besides  these  little  babes  of  Jesus,  as 
we  may  call  them,  who  die  before  they  can 
speak  the  name  of  Christ,  there  are  very 
many  older  boys  and  girls  who  have  gone  up 
to  the  shining  streets  of  the  New  Jerusalem. 
For,  Christ  loves  all  the  children  who  love 
Him.  He  died  just  as  much  for  them  as  for 
the  parents  :  and  when  He  says,  "  They  that 
seek  me  early  shall  find  me,"  it  is  just  as  if 
He  threw  the  pearly  gates  wide  open  to  al] 
of  the  young  whoVill  enter  them.     I  cannot 
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begin  to  tell  you  how  many  have  loved  and 
served  the  Saviour,  and  then  in  childhood 
or  youth  have  been  caught  up*by  the  angels 
to  glory.  Some  of  your  friends  and  play- 
mates, perhaps,  are  there  :  and  great  multi- , 
tudes  from  the  Sabbath-schools,  and  churches, 
and  blessed  Christian  homes  all  over  the  wide 
world.  0,  if  we  could  see  them  now  with 
their  bright,  happy  faces,  each  wearing  his 
golden  crown,  and  singing  more  sweetly  than 
they  ever  sung  upon  earth — I  am  sure  we 
should  want  to  be  with  them,  and  be  happy  too ! 
A  teacher  once  taught  her  little  class  the 
verse,  "  Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto 
me,  and  forbid  them  not,  for  of  such  is  the 
kingdom  of  heaven."  That  afternoon,  after 
school  was  dismissed,  a  little  boy  whose  name 
was  Willie,  (and  whose  loving  heart  and 
smiling  face  made  him  a  little  sunbeam  where- 
ever  he  went,)  came  softly  back  and  put  his 
arms  around  his  teacher's  neck  and  kissed 
her,  saying,  in  his  lisping  way 
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"  I  love  00,  tecer." 

"  What  is  love,  Willie,"  she  asked. 

He  thought  a  moment,  and  then  said,  "  Its 
what  makes  us  dood  to  folks."  Presently  he 
said,  "  Tecer,  who  is  Kwist  that  b'est  'ittle 
children?" 

Before  the  teacher  could  answer,  she  was 
called  away,  and  little  Willie  went  home. 
The  next  day  he  did  not  come  to  school,  and 
the  teacher  went  to  his  house  to  see  if  he 
was  sick.  On  the  way  there  she  met  his 
sister,  who  said  to  her, 

"  Oh  !  teacher,  won't  you  come  right  down 
to  our  house  ;  Willie  is  so  sick,  and  don't 
know  any  of  us." 

In  a  few  minutes  she  stood  by  his  bedside. 
He  was  tossing  about  with  pain,  but  all  the 
time  kept  saying  softly,  "  Who  is  Kwist  that 
b'est  'ittle  children  ?"  The  teacher  sat  down 
by  his  side,  and  told  him  the  sweet  story  of 
the  cross,  but  Willie's  mind  was  as  sick  as 
his  body,  and  he  coukl  not  understand  her. 
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And  still  he  asked  earnestly,  "  Pleath  tell 
me  who  is  Kwist  that  b'est  'ittle  children." 

"  Will  you  pray  for  iis  ?"  asked  the  father. 
Then  the  teacher  knelt  and  prayed  that  God 
would  spare  the  darling  boy,  or  if  not,  that 
He  would  comfort  the  hearts  of  his  parents. 

When  they  arose  from  their  knees  the  lit- 
tle form  writhed  in  agony.  Then  he  lay  still 
with  closed  eyes  and  clasped  hands.  Then, 
in  about  an  hour,  there  was  another  convul- 
sion longer  and  harder  than  the  last.  When 
it  was  over  he  opened  his  eyes,  and  his  pale 
lips  parted,  and  he  said  with  a  strange,  plead- 
ing earnestness,  as  if  his  whole  soul  was 
speaking, 

"  Pleath  tell  me  who  is  Kwist  that  b'est 
'ittle  children  ;  oh,  pleath  tell  me !" 

"  Pray  for  him,/or  Mm"  sobbed  the  father. 
And  the  teacher  did  pray,  as  she  had  never 
prayed  before,  that  Christ  would  show  Him 
self  to  the  dying  child. 

God  heard  that  prayer  ;  for  soon  a  happy 
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look  passed  ovei^  Willie's  face.  He  lifted 
his  head,  and  stretched  out  his  small,  white 
hands  towards  heaven,  and  said, 

"  There  is  Kwist  that  Vest  Htile  children.  I 
coming — /  coming  P^  and  so  little  Willie's 
spirit  went  to  be  with  Christ,  whom  he  had 
sought  so  earnestly,  and  there  was  one  more 
angel-child  in  glory. 

And  heaven  is  all  the  time  filling  up  with 
just  such  blessed,  happy  children.  But  that 
city  is  not  yet  full.  As  Jesus  says  in  the 
parable,  "  Yet  there  is  room ;"  room  for  all, 
crowns  and  harps  for  all,  and  a  Saviour's 
loving  smile  for  all  who  will  now  love  and 
obey  Him. 

HI.  But  I  must  say  a  few  words  about 

the  loay  to  get  to  the  Holy  City, 

We  cannot  see  the  way  to  heaven  as  we 
see  the  way  to  the  church  and  Sabbath- 
school — that  is,  with  these  bodily  eyes — for,, 
as  Paul  says,  "  We  ivalk  by  faith,  not  by 
19 
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sight."  But  we  can  see  ^at  way  with  the 
eye  of  tlie  soul,  by  believing  and  obeying 
what  God  has  told  us,  and  by  taking  Christ 
at  His  word  when  he  says,  "  Him  that  cometh 
unto  rae  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out ;"  and, 
*'  Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  and  thou 
shalt  be  saved." 

What  is  it  to  believe  ?     I  will  tell  you. 

In  the  highlands  of  Scotland  there  is  a 
narrow  place  only  twenty  feet  wide  and  two 
hundred  feet  deep,  the  walls  on  each  side 
running  straight  down,  but  with  here  and 
there  a  little  spot  or  crevice  where  grow 
many  beautiful  flowers.  A  gentleman  once 
offered  a  little  boy  a  handsome  present  if  he 
would  consent  to  be  let  down  into  that  deep 
place  by  a  rope,  and  gather  a  basket  full  of 
the  flowers  for  him.  The  boy  looked  wish- 
fully at  the  money,  for  his  parents  were  poor, 
but  when  he  looked  down  into  the  terrible 
place  where  he  was  to  go,  he  was  afraid. 
But  presently  his  heart  grew  strong,  and  his 
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eyes  sparkled,  and  he  said,  "  I  will  go  if  my 
fatlier  holds  the  rope.^''  Then  his  father  tied 
the  rope  around  him,  and  lowered  him  down, 
and  when  he  had  filled  his  basket,  lifted  him 
safely  to  the  top  again.  Why  was  he  not 
afraid  ?  Because  he  Imd  faith  in  the  strength 
of  his  father's  arm,  and  in  the  love  of  his 
father's  heart,  that  would  not  let  him  perish. 

So  God  wants  you  to  have  faith  in  Him, 
and  in  Jesus  Christ  His  Son.  Christ  is 
like  a  rope  let  down  from  heaven  to  keep 
you  from  perishing.  Let  your  hearts  cling 
to  Jesus,  just  as  the  hands  of  the  little  boy 
clung  to  his  rope  ;  and  you  may  know  that 
it  will  not  break,  for  your  heavenly  Father 
holds  it,  but  will  lift  you  up  to  where  the 
Father  is,  and  where  there  are  so  many 
happy,  angel  children  who  have  gone  the 
same  way  before  you. 

Let  a  dying  girl  preach  to  you  about 
Jesus,  and  how  to  come  to  Him  and  be 
saved  in  heaven.     She  was  a  Sunday  scholar 
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in  Ireland,  about  thirteen  years  old.  She 
was  very  weak,  but  as  she  lay  on  her  dying 
bed,  struggling  for  breath,  her  face,  like 
Stephen's,  shone  "  like  the  face  of  an  angel," 
so  full  was  she  of  heavenly  joy.  She  was 
almost  too  feeble  to  speak  ;  but  she  had  six 
or  eight  of  her  little  friends  by  her  bedside, 
and  was  preaching  Christ  to  them. 

"  Oh  Jane  dear,"  she  would  say,  "  Oh 
Annie,  come  to  Jesus !  come  to  Him  1  He'll 
not  put  you  away !  0  give  him  your  heart : 
give  Him  dd  your  heart,  for  I  know  He  will 
not  take  half  of  your  heart !  Give  Him  all 
your  heart,  and  He'll  take  away  all  your 
sins,  and  make  you  as  happy  as  He  has  made 
me.  Pray  to  Him  for  His  Holy  Spirit,  and 
He  will  hear  you.  But  remember,  trust 
Him^  have  faith  in  Him,  else  He  will  not 
hear  you.  I  used  to  pray  to  Him  before  I 
had  not  faith  in  Him,  and  he  did  not  hear 
me.  Oh,"  she  exclaimed,  "that  all  the 
children  in  Belfast  would  come  to  Jesus. 
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He  has  room  for  them  all — He  would  save 
them  all!" 

Thus  preached  that  dying  girl,  and  I  do 
not  know  that  any  one  could  better  point 
out  the  way  to  be  saved  than  she  did. 

Now.  dear  children,  will  you  not  give 
your  hearts  to  Jesus,  that  he  may  wash 
them  in  His  blood  from  all  their  sins,  and 
fit  them  for  the  crowns  and  kingdom  in 
glory  ? 
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Anna ;  or.  Passages  from  the  Life  of  a  Daughter  at  Home. 

Aunt  Edith;  or,  Love  to  God  the  Best  Motive. 

Mabel  Grant :  a  Highland  Story. 

Memoir  of  Captain  W.  T.  Bate  of  the  Royal  Navy. 

St.  Augustine.     By  the  Rev.  John  Bah^lie. 

The  Black  Ship :  with  other  Allegories  and  Parables. 

Blind  Lilias.     With  Introd.  by  Rev.  C.  B,  Tayler. 

Blind  Man's  Holiday ;  or,  Short  Tales  for  the  Nursery, 
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Blossoms  of  Childhood. 
The  Indian  Tribes  of  Guiana.     By  Brett. 
Broad  Shadows  on  Life's  Pathway. 
The  Brother  and  Sister ;  or,  the  Way  of  Peace. 
The  Brother's  Watchword. 
The  Pilgrim ''i  Progress.     By  John  Butxyan. 
Clara  Stanley ;  or,  A  Summer  among  the  Hills. 
The  Cottage  and  Its  Visitor. 

Day-Break;  or,  Light  Struggling  and  Triumphant. 
Days  at  Tvluirhead ;  or.  Little  Olive's  Holidays. 
Days  of  Old  :  Three  Stories  from  Old  English  History, 
Emily  Vernon.     By  Mrs.  Drummond. 
Children  of  the  Manse.     By  Mrs.  Duncan. 
Tales  of  the  Scottish  Peasantry. 
Edward  Clifford;  or,  Memories  of  Childhood. 
Ellie  Randoli3h ;  or.  The  Good  Part. 
Far  Off;  or,  Asia  and  Australia  Described. 
Florence  Egerton ;  or.  Sunshine  and  Shadow. 
Alice  and  Adolphus.     By  Mrs.  Gatty. 
Aunt  Judy's  Tales.  "         "    . 

Parables  from  Nature.  "         " 

May  Dundas  ;  or,  Passages  from  Young  Life. 
The  Happy  Home.     By  the  Rev.  J.  Hamilton,  D.D. 
Memoir  of  Lady  Colquhoun.     By  Dr.  Hamilton. 
Haste  to  the  Rescue.     By  Mrs.  Wightman. 
Life  of  General  Havelock.     By  Brock. 
The  Infant's  Progress.     By  Mrs.  Sherwood. 
Jamie  Gordon ;  or,  The  Oi*phan. 
J  eanie  ]\Iorrison ;  or,  The  Discipline  of  Life. 
The  Earnest  Christian  ;  a  Memoir  of  Mrs.  Jukes. 
Kate  Kilborn ;  or,  Sowing  and  Reaping. 
Kate  and  Effie;  or,  Prevarication. 
Kitty's  Victory,  and  Other  Stories. 
Life  of  Richard  Knill  of  St.  Petersburg. 
_ 
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The  Lighted  Yallcj.— Memoir  of  Abby  Bolton. 

Little  Crowns  and  How  to  Win  Them. 

Little  Lychetts.     By  the  Author  of  '•  John  Halifax." 

Louis  and  Frank. 

The  Family  at  Heatherdale.     By  Mrs.  Mackat. 

Margaret  "Warner ;  or,  The  Young  Wife  at  the  Farm. 

The  Convent.     By  Mrs.  McCrindell. 

Mia  and  Charlie ;  or,  A  Holiday  at  Rydale  Rectory. 

School-Days  and  Companions. 

Near  Home ;  or,  The  Countries  of  Europe  Described. 

Best  Things.     By  the  Rev.  Richard  Newton,  D.D. 

King's  Highway.     By  Rev.  Dr.  Newton. 

The  World  of  Waters.     By  Mrs.  Osborne. 

Passing  Clouds  ;  or,  Love  Conquering  Evil. 

Tales  01  The  Covenanters.     By  Pollok. 

Round  the  Fire  :  a  Series  of  Stories. 

Ruth  and  Her  Friends :  a  Story  for  Girls. 

Sydney  Grey  :  a  Tale  of  School  Life. 

Olive  Leaves.     By  Mrs.  Sigourney. 

Letters  to  my  Pupils.  " 

Water-Drops.  " 

Holiday  House  :  a  Series  of  Tales .     By  Ses'CLAib. 

Roughing  It  with  Aiick  Baillie.     By  Stewart. 

Tales  of  English  History. 

Tales  of  Sweden  and  the  Norsemen. 

Tales  of  Travellers.     By  Maria  Hack. 

The  Contributions  of  Q.  Q.     By  Jane  Taylor. 

The  Torn  Bible. 

Tony  Starr's  Legacy ;  or.  Faith  in  a  Covenant  God. 

Abbeokuta ;  or.  Sunrise  in  the  Tropics.  By  Tdcker. 

The  Rainbow  in  the  North.  "         " 

Southern  Cr(  ss  and  Southern  Crown.  "         " 

Warfare  and  Work  ;  or.  Life's  Progress. 

The  Way  Home. 
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The  Week.     By  autli,  of  "  Commandin't  with.  Promise." 

Willie  and  Unica. 

Life  of  William  Wilberforce. 

Win  and  Wear.     A  Story  for  Boys. 

Woodcutter  of  Lebanon  and  Exiles  of  Lucema. 


SECOND    SERIES.— 50  Cents  each. 

Africa's  Mountain  Valley, 

Ashton  Cottage ;  or,  The  True  Faith.     A  Tale. 

Life  Studies.     By  Rev.  John  Baillie, 

Bertie  Lee ;  or,  A  Father's  Prayers  Answered. 

Brook  Farm  ;  or,  American  Country  Life. 

Charles  Roussell ;  or,  Industry  and  Honesty. 

The  Children  on  the  Plains.     By  Aunt  Friendly. 

The  Commandment  with  Promise  :  a  Story. 

Cosmo's  Visit  to  His  Grandfiither. 

The  Cottage  Fireside.     By  the  Pev.  Dr.  Duncan. 

First  and  Last  Journey ;  the  Story  of  Rhoda  Williams. 

Frank  Netherton ;  or,  The  Talisman. 

Fritz  Harold  ;  or,  The  Temptation. 

The  Jewish  Twins.     By  Aunt  Friendly. 

Johnson's  Rasselas. 

Magdala  and  Bethany.      By  the  Rev.  S.  C.  Malan. 

Marion's   Sundays ;  or,  Stories  on  the  Commandments. 
j  Michael  Kemp,  the  Happy  Farmer's  Lad. 
I  The  Mine ;  or,  Darkness  and  Light.     By  A.  L.  O.  E. 
I  Giants  and  How  to  Fight  Them.     By  Newton. 
I  Opie's  Tales  about  Lying. 
I  Annals  of  the  Poor.     By  Legh  Richmond. 
I  The  Boy's  Book.     By  Mrs.  Sigourney. 
I  Tke  Gii-rs  Book.  " 

i  Original  Poems.     By  Jane  Taylor. 
I  Life  of  Captain  Hedley  Vicars,  97th  Regi  nent. 
.      .  _ 
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THIRD    SERIES.— 40  Cents  each. 

Beautiful  Home.     By  tlie  Author  of  "  Minis.  Children  " 
The  Black  Cliff.     By  A.  L.  O.  E. 
The  Broken  Chain  " 

The  Farmer's  Daughter.     By  Mrs.  Cameron. 
The  Cities  of  Refuge.     By  Macduff. 
Fanny,  the  Flower-Girl ;  or,  Honesty  Rewarded. 
Frank  Harrison. 

The  Circle  of  Blessing.     By  Mrs.  Gatty. 
]\Iotes  in  the  Sunbeam.  " 

Proverbs  Illustrated.  " 

Worlds  Not  Realized.  " 

The  Giant-Killer.     By  A.  L.  O.  E. 
The  Groat  Journey  :  an  Allegory.     By  Macduff. 
Harry  Dangerfield.     By  A.  L.  O.  E. 
Anna  Ross  :  a  Story  for  Children.  By  Grace  Keknedy. 
Profession  Is  Not  Principle.  " 

Philip  Colville  :  a  Covenanter  Story.  " 

Father  Clement :  a  Roman  Catholic  Story.   " 
Little  Willie.     By  the  Author  of  "  Round  the  Fire." 
The  Gold  Thread.     By  Norman  Macleod,  D.D. 
Morning.     A  Book  for  Mothers  and  Children. 
Mother's  Last  Words  and  other  Ballads. 
My  Neighbour's  Shoes,  or  Feeling  for  Others. 
My  School-Boy  Days, 
My  Youthful  Companions. 
Old  Friends  with  New  Faces.     By  A.  L.  O.  E. 
Old  Margie's  Flower  Stall. 
Parliament  in  the  Play-Room.     By  A.  L.  O.  E. 
The  Rambles  of  a  Rat.     By  A.  L.  O.  E. 
A  Ray  of  Light  to  Brighten  Cottage  Homes. 
The  Roby  Family.     By  A.  L.  O.  E. 
Charlie  Seymour;  or,  The  Good  Aunt  and  the  Bad  Aunt. 
_ 
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I  Stories  on  tlie  Lord's  Prayer. 

i  Stories  of  the  Ocean.     By  the  Eev.  Jonx  Spatjldixg. 
I  Three  ?.Ionths  Under  the  Snow. 
I  Tuppy  ;  or,  The  Autobiography  of  a  Donkey. 
j  Dispkiy  :  a  Tale.     By  Jaxe  Taylor. 
Uncle  .Jack  the  Fault-Killer. 


FOURTH    SER]!E3.— SO  Cents  each. 

Angus  Tarlton.     A.L.O.E.  The  Persecuted  Family. 

Loss  of  the  Australia.  Pialph  Gemmell. 

GI0.7,  Glory,  Glorj'.  The  Toll  Gate. 

Child's  Book  of  Divinity.  Trust  in  God. 

Collier's  Tale.  Truth  Is  Always  Best. 

Cottage  by  the  Stream.  The  Story  of  a  Needle. 

Day-Break  in  Britain.  The  Two  Paths. 

Decision.  Grace  Kennedy.  True  Heroism.   By  A.L.O.E. 

Jessy  Allan.  "  Unica. 

Little  Walter  of  Wyalusing.  Walter  Binning. 

Old  Gingerbread.  "Wee  Davie.     By  Macleod. 

The  Pastor's  Family.  Wings  and  Stings. 

Helen  of  the  Glen. 


GOOD  BOOKS  FOR  FAMILY  READING. 

Kitto's  Daily  Bible  Blustrations.     8  vols.  12mo,  $10  00 

The  Book  and  Its  Story.     12mo. .  .^ 1  25 

The  Missing  Link.     12mo '. 0  90 

Kyle's  Expository  Thoughts  on  the  Gospels,  4  vols  5  00 

James'  Young  Woman's  Friend 0  90 

James'  Young  Man's  Friend 0  90 
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